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THE    RIDDLE    RING 

CHAPTER   XI. 

THE    SWEET    SORROW    OF    PARTING. 

Jim's  last  night  in  Paris  had  come.  What 
a  time  he  had  had  of  it  in  Paris — this 
time  !  How  happy  he  had  been — how 
miserable  he  had  been  !  How  delightful, 
how  distressful,  how  perplexed  and  utterly 
futile,  it  had  been  !  Now  all  was  over,  and 
he  was  going  back  to  London,  to  Clarges 
Street  and  the  Voyagers'  Club,  and  he 
must  take  up  the  work — the  prosaic  work 
— of  life  again,  or  rather,  indeed,  for  the 
first  time  and  at  the  beginning.  '  Muss 
VOL.  II.  15 
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selber  nun  Philister  sein/  as  the  German 
student-song  puts  it;  must  come  down 
from  his  high  horse  of  fancy  and  imagi- 
nation and  impossible  love-making  and 
be  himself  a  Philistine  and  a  worker, 
like  everybody  else.  And  a  worker  for 
what  ?  He  could  live  well  enough,  he 
could  pay  for  his  daily  bread,  and  his  club 
and  his  clothes — and  what  did  he  want 
else,  now  that  his  dreams  had  all  evapo- 
rated ?  Or  why  not  go  to  some  new 
country  ?  A  new  country  is  a  new  career. 
Why  not  California,  or  Australia,  or  South 
Africa  : 

Ah !  and  the  thought  flashed  suddenly 
through  him.  Why  not  hear  fully  out 
the  schemes  of  Waley  ?  Why  not  get  to 
know  the  mysterious  chief,  who  would 
doubtless  turn  out  to  be  not  mysterious  at 
all,  but  only  some  plucky  British  adven- 
turer with  a  heart  for  any  fate?  What 
could  suit  Jim  better  in  his  present  mood  ? 
Westward    ho! — Eastward    ho! — North- 
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ward  ho!  —  Southward  ho!  —  anywhere 
ho  ! — it  was  all  one  to  him. 

'  I  am  glad  to  go  back  to  London/ 
he  said  to  himself.  ^  I  have  no  further 
business  here'  —  as,  indeed,  he  had 
not. 

For  days  and  nights,  under  the  charm 
of  Clelia  Vine's  company,  he  had  forgotten 
all  about  the  mystery  of  the  ring.  Now, 
he  could  not  tell  why,  he  took  it  out  and 
studied  its  hieroglyphics  all  over  again. 
Was  it  because  it  soothed  him  to  remind 
himself  that  others  had  suffered  and  were 
suffering  as  well  as  he  ^  Perhaps  that  was 
the  reason  at  the  bottom  of  his  conscious- 
ness, but  on  the  surface  of  his  consciousness 
no  reason  showed  itself.  It  seemed  to  him 
as  if  he  had  taken  up  the  ring  by  the 
merest  haphazard.  But  having  taken  it 
up,  he  studied  it  anew  and  tried  to  read  its 
riddle. 

He  put  it  before  him  on  his  dressing- 
table  that  last  night  in  Paris,  and  he  began 
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to  think — not  of  it,  but  of  himself.  He 
had  been  hit  very  hard  this  time,  he 
thought.  He  had  been  hit  two  ways — he 
was  bitterly  disappointed  about  Clelia,  and 
he  was,  perhaps,  to  be  the  source  of  bitter 
disappointment  to  Gertrude,  for  whom 
already  he  felt  a  warm  affection.  He 
could  never  forget  how  when  he  was  in 
the  depths  of  his  first  love-trouble  she 
came  and  all  unconsciously  stepped 
between  him  and  his  fighting  soul.  He 
remembered  the  music  of  her  voice  that 
first  night  when  he  ventured  to  speak  to 
her.  It  seemed  as  if  she  had  come  to  him 
and  put  a  friendly  hand  upon  his  shoulder, 
and  spoken  words  of  encouragement  into 
his  ear,  and  told  him  that  there  was  some- 
thing yet  to  live  for  in  the  world.  And 
now  he  came  to  learn  that  she  had  grown 
to  care  about  him — and  he  must  disappoint 
her.  For  he  could  not  help  himself — he 
loved  Clelia  Vine.  And  Clelia  had  only 
encouraged  him  because  she  believed  that 
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through  her  he  was  seeking  to  approach 
Gertrude  Morefield. 

There  was  enough  for  him  to  think 
about  without  embarrassing  himself  in 
futile  and  speculative  conjectures  over  the 
troubles  and  the  disappointments  of  other 
and  unknown  lovers  whose  very  existence 
he  had  only  come  to  guess  at  by  decipher- 
ing the  hieroglyphic  posy  of  a  ring.  But 
to  study  the  ring  mystery,  which  of  late 
he  had  nearly  forgotten,  had  a  new  fascina- 
tion for  him  now.  He  began  to  feel  as  if 
he  had  been  ungrateful  to  the  ring — had 
renounced  his  duty  to  it  while  he  thought 
he  was  happy — had  wholly  forgotten  the 
woman  with  the  wrecked  life  whom  he  had 
created  for  himself  out  of  his  own  conjec- 
tures during  the  first  days  of  his  visit  to 
Paris.  He  did  not  allow  himself  to  think 
as  to  how  he  should  meet  the  Morefields 
again,  or  whether  he  ought  to  meet  them 
again.  He  did  not  even  occupy  himself 
much  with  any  conjectures   as  to  the   sad 
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story  of  Clelia's  life.  What  would  be  the 
use  ?  She  was  gone  from  him — she  could 
be  nothing  to  him  ;  the  very  kindness  and 
very  tenderness  of  her  words  and  her 
manner  to  him  filled  him  with  a  new 
despair.  She  was  so  frank  with  him, 
because  she  never  had  really  cared  for  him. 
Her  great  anxiety  about  him  was  to  try  to 
get  him  to  offer  himself  to  another  woman. 
He  set  himself  deliberately  to  study  the 
ring  lying  before  him,  and  almost  began  to 
regard  it  as  a  talisman  which  he  ought  for 
ever  to  have  kept  with  him,  and  which  he 
had  laid  aside  and  forgotten.  The  talis- 
man was  bound  to  have  its  revenge,  he 
thought.  At  last,  worn  out  with  think- 
ing, he  went  to  bed,  and  fell  asleep  with 
the  ring  under  his  pillow.  He  seemed  as 
if  he  could  not  sleep  without  it  now — as 
if  he  must  never  part  from  it  again  until 
he  had  read  its  mystery,  and  found  out  its 
rightful  owner. 

Then  he  woke  with  a  great  start  and  a 


SWEET  SORROW  OF  PARTING      7 

cry.  The  cry  it  was  that  wakened  him. 
For  he  had  had  a  dream  which  seemed  to 
him  extraordinary  now,  and  yet  was  as  a 
dream  that  might  well  have  come  before. 
Was  it  a  mere  nightmare  ?  or  was  it  an 
inspiration  ?  He  thought  that  he  was 
sitting  somewhere  with  Clelia,  long  before 
— before  he  had  ever  met  her — and  he  saw 
on  her  finger  the  ring  which  he  now  held 
in  his  care,  and  under  the  pillow.  Yes, 
there  it  was  on  her  finger,  with  its 
enamelled  and  hieroglyphic  letters  on  the 
outside.  The  whole  idea  broke  upon  him 
like  a  revelation,  and  yet,  when  he  began 
to  waken  up  fully  and  to  get  his  senses 
clearly  about  him,  he  could  not  think  that 
it  was  anything  but  a  wild  chimera  of  the 
night. 

All  the  same,  it  took  possession  of  him. 
Clelia  had  been  in  Paris  longer  than  Mrs. 
Morefield  knew  of ;  that  he  had  thought 
quite  certain,  even  w^hen  he  did  not  attach 
the  slightest  importance  to  the  possibility. 
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For  some  reason  or  other  the  two  girls  had 
not  allowed  Mrs.  Morefield  to  know 
exactly  the  day  on  which  Miss  Vine  came 
to  Paris.  There  was  not  much  to  go  on 
in  that — but  there  possibly  was  something. 
The  dream  might  be  explained  easily 
enough.  All  unconsciously  to  himself 
Conrad  might  have  been  working  the  story 
of  Clelia  into  the  mystery  of  the  ring,  and 
full  consciousness  may  have  burst  forth 
in  blossom,  as  it  often  does,  in  a  dream. 

The  idea  seized  hold  of  him.  Francisco — 
Rosita — there  was  nothing  to  suggest  Miss 
Vine  in  that.  Still,  here  is  a  young  and 
beautiful  woman  with  a  sad  story  of  some 
kind,  who  was  in  Paris  the  day  when  the 
ring  was  thrown  away,  and  whose  presence 
in  Paris  that  day  was  known  only  to  her 
one  most  intimate  friend — surely  there  was 
something  suggestive  in  all  that  ?  What 
could  he  do  ?  How  could  he  test  the 
truth  of  any  conjecture  ?  What  right  had 
he   even    to  attempt   to  find   out  ?     Mrs. 
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Morefield  had  said  she  never  made  any 
attempt  to  get  at  Cleha's  secret — why- 
should  he  propose  to  be  less  discreet  ? 
Oh  yes  ;  he  told  himself  a  reason  soon 
enough,  as  he  sat  up  in  his  bed  that  per- 
plexed morning.  Because  he  might  be 
able  to  help  her ;  because  he  was  a  man 
and  knew  the  world — did  he,  poor  fellow  ? 
— and  because  he  could  desire  nothing 
more  than  to  devote  himself  to  her  service. 
To  do  him  justice,  this  was  the  uppermost 
thought  in  his  mind.  She  was  entangled 
in  an  unhappy  marriage,  and  of  course 
there  was  no  hope  or  chance  for  him. 
But  youth  is  often  very  generous  in  its 
love,  and  glories  in  the  idea  of  suppression 
and  self-sacrifice  and  service  rendered  to 
the  loved  one  at  the  cost  of  one's  own 
self-effacement  and  surrender.  As  men 
grow  older  this  feeling  grows  colder, 
but  it  is  sometimes  very  fond  and  true  in 
youth. 

This    was    the    feeling    that    filled   Jim 
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Conrad's  mind.  All  hope  for  himself  must 
die.  But  he  might  be  able  to  serve  and  to 
help  her.  How,  he  did  not  even  stop  to 
consider.  It  v^as  the  early  hour  of  a  lovely 
autumnal  morning  in  Paris,  and  the  sun 
was  streaming  in  at  the  windows,  and  all 
the  world  was  young  again,  and  anything 
seemed  possible  to  the  generous  and  half- 
poetic  mind.  Jim  had  now  a  sudden, 
wild,  inane  longing  to  see  Miss  Vine — if 
she  must  be  called  Miss  Vine — once  again 
before  he  went  back  to  London  and  to  his 
new  life.  But  he  did  not  want  to  see  her 
in  the  presence  of  the  Morefields,  and  he 
had  yet  to  pay  his  formal  visit  of  farewell 
to  the  Morefields,  and  he  did  not  want  a 
common  farewell  to  all. 

How  times  had  changed  for  him  since 
that  day — the  other  day,  ages  ago,  a  few 
weeks  ago — since  first  he  met  the  More- 
fields  at  the  table  d'hote  I.  All  the  world 
had  changed  for  him  since  then.  And  he 
had  a  strange  foreshadowing  creeping  over 
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him  that  the  change  which  had  been  was 
as  nothing  to  the  change  that  would  be. 
In  the  mind  and  in  the  heart,  in  the  spirit 
and  in  the  sense  of  this  healthy,  vigorous, 
plucky,  well-read,  well-cultured  young 
man,  there  was  what  Hamlet  calls  '  a  kind 
of  fighting,'  that  sometimes,  he  could  not 
tell  wherefore,  made  him  wish  that  he 
were  a  woman  and  could  relieve  his  feel- 
ings by  what  women  call  '  a  good  cry.' 
But  in  place  of  having  a  good  cry  Jim  had 
a  bad  breakfast.  Not  that  the  food  of  the 
Grand  Hotel  was  bad,  but  that  the  appetite 
somehow  would  not  come  just  then  for  any 
food. 

Then  he  wandered  out  and  found  his 
way  to  the  Bois  de  Boulogne,  and  to  the 
accustomed  place.  He  leaned  over  the 
railings  and  looked  at  the  still  somewhat 
far-distant  spot  where  he  had  picked  up  the 
ring — the  ill-gifted  ring,  as  he  assumed  it 
to  be.  His  dream  had  naturally  revived 
his  interest  in  the  ring,  and  he  thought  he 
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would  go  and  stand,  as  nearly  as  his 
memory  would  allow  him,  on  the  very 
spot  where  he  had  found  it. 

*  I  want  to  see  it  for  the  last  time/  he 
said  to  himself,  '  for  I  shall  never  come  to 
Paris  again.' 

Alas  !  how  easily  fond  youth  tells  itself 
in  its  heart-trouble  that  it  will  never 
come  to  this,  that,  or  the  other  particular 
place  again  ! 

Just  as  he  was  about  to  scramble  over  the 
railings  he  happened  to  look  round,  and 
light  came  into  the  avenue,  for  there  was 
Clelia  Vine  walking  slowly  and  all  alone 
on  the  footpath,  and  coming  towards  him. 

Suddenly,  irresistibly,  the  thought  of  his 
dream  flashed  up  in  his  mind.  He  went 
to  meet  her.  The  unexpected  meeting 
seemed  to  have  embarrassed  them  both. 
She  was  the  first  to  recover  her  self- 
possession. 

'  So  early,'  she  said  with  a  kindly  smile, 
and  something  very  like  a  blush. 
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*  I  often  walk  here  in  the  morning,'  he 
answered  stupidly.     '  Don't  you  ?' 

*■  Sometimes — yes  —  not    often — seldom 
indeed — only  when  the  mood  takes  me.' 
'  The  mood  ?     What  mood  ?' 

*  Why,  that  mood/  she  answered,  now 
with  self-  possession  quite  recovered. 
*  The  mood  to  walk  out  early,  and  to 
walk  here. 

'  Oh  yes,'  he  said  blankly,  '  quite  so.' 
Then  he  hurriedly  added  :  *  I  am  leaving 
for  London  to-night,  you  know.' 

'  As  if  I  didn't  know  !  As  if  I  hadn't 
driven  you  away  !' 

^  Oh  no,  you  haven't  driven  me  away.' 

'  Well,  of  course  you  will  see  Mrs. 
Morefield  and  Gertrude  before  you  leave 
Paris  ?' 

*  Yes,  indeed  yes.  I  could  not  possibly 
leave  without  saying  good-bye  to  them  ;  I 
owe  them  too  much  of  kindness.' 

'  You  speak  very  solemnly,'  she  said, 
with  a  somewhat  melancholy  smile.      '  It 
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is  not  likely  that  you  are  to  say  a  farewell 
of  them  for  ever.' 

'Well,  I  don't  know.  I  have  vague 
ideas  of  going  into  some  quite  new  far-off 
country  and  striking  out  some  new  path — 
but  never  mind  about  that  just  now.  What 
way  are  you  walking  ?' 

*  I  was  thinking  of  turning  back/  she 
said  sadly. 

For  she  knew  what  was  meant  by  the 
longing  to  go  off  to  the  far  foreign 
country. 

'  May  I  walk  a  little  with  you .?  I 
am  not  going  back  to  the  hotel  just 
yet.' 

'  Oh  yes,  I  shall  be  delighted — at  least, 
I  don't  quite  know  about  being  delighted, 
for  I  am  sorry  to  hear  you  talk  about 
throwing  yourself  away  on  some  strange 
and  far-off  country.' 

'  One  must  do  something.' 

*  One  needn't  do  that.' 

They  now  turned  round  and  began  to 
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walk  slowly  towards  the  Arch  of  Triumph 
and  the  city.  They  walked  for  a  few  paces 
in  silence.  Conrad  had  much  to  say,  or 
thought  he  had,  but  the  words  froze  upon 
his  lips.  A  woman  less  sincere  than 
Clelia  would  have  affected  not  to  notice 
his  embarrassment.  She  came  to  the  point 
at  once. 

'  You  have  something  to  say  to  me,  Mr. 
Conrad;   I  know  you  have.' 

'  Not  very  much,  or  to  anv  great  pur- 
pose ;  but ' 

'  Yes,  tell  me.' 

She  spoke  encouragingly,  winningly. 

*  Is  there  anything  I  could  help  you  in  ?' 
he  asked  bluntly. 

'  You  ?      Oh    no,    there    is    nothing — 
nothing  at  all.' 
'  Why  not  ?' 

*  Because — what  could  you  do  ?' 

'  Ah,  well,  that  is  exactly  what  I  do  not 
know ;  but  you  might,  perhaps,  be  able  to 
tell  me.' 
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'  Oh  no,  there  is  nothing.  You  see,  I 
have  good  friends.' 

'  Women — yes.' 

*  Come,  now,  don't  let  Gertrude  hear 
you  speak  in  that  contemptuous  tone  about 
women  and  their  help  !' 

'  Indeed,  I  had  not  the  faintest  notion  of 
the  kind.  Only  there  are  things  in  which 
a  man  can  help  a  woman  better  than  a 
woman  can.  Don't  you  remember  the 
story  of  the  Woman's  Rights  woman  in 
America  who  happened  to  get  left  alone  in 
a  log-house  on  the  frontier  of  an  Indian 
territory  ?' 

^  No.     What  was  the  matter  with  her  ?' 

'  Well,  she  confessed  to  her  secret  heart 
that,  when  it  came  to  a  question  of  loading 
and  discharging  a  shot-gun,  she  kinder 
preferred  to  have  a  man  around.' 

Clelia  smiled  a  sort  of  thanks-for-kind- 
inquiries  smile. 

'  Yes,'  she  answered ;  *  but  there  is  no 
need  of  a  shot-gun  in  this  case.' 
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'  No,  I  suppose  not ;  but  you  would 
understand  my  illustration,  all  the  same.' 

'  My  dear  friend,  of  course  I  understand 
your  illustration.  I  think  I  understand  you 
and  your  illustration  too.  But,  in  plain 
words,  you  can  do  nothing  for  me. 
Nothing  in  life  can  ever  be  well  with  me 
again ' 

'  Oh,  pray  don't  talk  like  that  !'  he  ex- 
claimed passionately,  in  protest  against  this 
sentence  of  despair. 

'  What  is  the  use  of  not  saying  it  ?  I 
don't  say  it  to  everyone.  I  say  it  only  to 
you — and  to  Gertrude  ;  I  have  never 
said  it  even  to  Mrs.  Moreiield,  whom 
I  love  with  quite  a  tender  affection. 
Nothing  in  life  can  ever  be  well  with  me 
again.' 

'  I  do  not  even  know  your  trouble,'  he 
said  rather  sullenly. 

'You  do  not.  Why  should  you  be 
troubled  with  it?  You  cannot  help  me 
out  of  my  trouble.' 

VOL.  II.  16 
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*  Is  your  husband  living  ?'  he  asked 
abruptly. 

*  He  is — at  least,  I  suppose  he  is ' 

*  Do  you  hope  he  is  ?' 

The  words  escaped  him  before  he  quite 
understood  what  their  effect  on  her  would 
be. 

She  drew  herself  back  with  the  appear- 
ance of  a  certain  shock. 

*  My  husband  is  my  husband !'  she  said 
coldly.  *  I  am  not  likely  to  wish  for  his 
death.' 

*  No — no — of  course  not/  poor  Jim  said 
disconsolately.  '  I  didn't  mean  that  at 
all  !' 

*  Then  I  wonder,  Mr.  Conrad,  what  did 
you  mean  ?' 

'  I  really  don't  know.  I  had  a  vague 
but  very  strong  sense  of  wishing  to  serve 
you  somehow ;  and  I  suppose  I  wanted 
first  of  all  to  get  at  the  facts  of  your  story.* 

'  You  can't  get  at  the  facts  of  my  story, 
or  any  of  them,'  she  said,  *  unless  I  choose 
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to  tell  you ;  and  I  shall  not  tell  you,  for  it 
would  not  do  me  any  good  or  you  any 
good.  Now,  Mr.  Conrad,  listen  to  me. 
You  have  been  very  kind,  and  sympathetic, 
and  sweet  to  me.  I  value — oh,  you  do  not 
know  how  much — your  kindness  and  your 
sweetness  and  your  sympathy  ;  but  it  is 
only  a  waste  of  your  time  to  try  to  help 
me  in  any  way.  There  are  others  whom 
you  might  help;  you  can't  help  me.  You 
do  not  know  anything  about  me.' 

*  Suppose  I  should  ever  know — suppose 
I  should  ever  come  to  guess  something 
about  you  ?' 

*  You  could  not,'  she  said  composedly ; 
'  it  is  impossible.' 

'  Impossible  !  Oh,  nothing  in  life  is 
impossible.     I  may  know  yet.' 

'  About  me  ?' 

'  About  you — you — you  !' 

She  stopped  short. 

'  You  have  told  me,'  she  said,  *  that  you 
will  never  try  to  find  out.' 
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'  Yes,  I  have  told  you  that,  and  of  course 
I  shall  never  try  to  find  out.  But  suppose 
I  w^ere,  by  some  strange  fate,  intermixed 
somehow  in  your  life  ?' 

'  That,  I  hope,  Mr.  Conrad ' 

'  Mr.  Conrad  !  You  called  me  Jim  only 
yesterday.' 

She  smiled  a  sweet,  pleading  smile. 

'  Then  I  was  saying  good-bye.' 

*  Now  you  are  really  saying  good-bye.' 

'  Very  well,  then,  if  it  pleases  you — 
Jim.' 

*  Yes — go  on.' 

'  What  were  we  saying  ?  Oh  yes,  you 
said  that  you  might  by  some  strange  fate 
be  intermixed  somehow  in  my  life.' 

<  Yes— well  ?' 

*  Well,  I  hope  you  will  never  be,  for 
your  sake  and  for  mine.  There,  good- 
bye.' 

That  parting  was  over. 


CHAPTER  XII. 

BACK      TO      LONDON. 

Jim  Conrad  found  himself  again  in 
London.  He  had  been  there  for  several 
weeks.  It  was  late  in  the  year,  and  there 
was  a  dull  slight  fog,  not  disguising,  but 
only  confusing,  reality,  and  even  Piccadilly 
looked  dismal,  and  Jim's  heart  went  meta- 
phorically down  to  his  boots.  He  shivered 
mentally  over  the  prospects  of  the  winter. 
He  had  been  hurt  very  badly,  he  told  him- 
self again  and  again,  and  all  there  was  left 
for  him  was  to  get  over  it  as  soon  as  he 
possibly  could.  Life  looked  very  dreary 
before  him,  and  the  only  prospect  that 
seemed  to  attract  him  was  that  of  going 
away  to  some  new  country  on  some  new 
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enterprise,  and  not  coming  back  any  more. 
When  one  is  very  young  one  has  such 
dreams.  Later  on,  men  learn  that  they 
generally  come  back  from  all  sorts  of 
places,  and  that  London  does  not  care 
whether  they  come  or  whether  they  go. 
That,  too,  is  somewhat  of  a  healthful, 
invigorating  experience,  which  helps  to 
knock  the  nonsense  out  of  one.  But  the 
experience  had  not  yet  come  to  Jim  Conrad, 
and  so  he  brooded  over  his  personal  trouble 
in  his  own  sort  of  way. 

Of  course,  he  was  far  too  manly  and  too 
well  trained  a  youth  to  show  any  of  his 
troubles  to  the  outer  world.  For  all  his 
boyish  nature,  he  had  a  good  deal  of  the 
reflective  social  philosopher  about  him,  and 
he  was  quite  possessed  of  the  fact  that 
nobody  cares  a  straw  for  the  love-troubles 
of  anybody  else.  Jim  could  remember 
some  terrible  bores,  who  used  to  inflict 
upon  him  all  the  story  of  their  own  griefs 
and  failures  in  love.     There  were  certainly 
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many  shades  less  exasperating  than  the 
class  of  cads,  well  born  or  lowly,  who 
came  on  him  with  long  tales  of  their 
triumphs  and  conquests  in  love.  For  such 
as  these  Jim  had  nothing  but  contempt, 
and  could  not  even  put  on  an  appearance 
of  patience  and  sympathy. 

But  the  poor  fellows  who  liked  to  tell  of 
their  misfortunes  ought  by  that  very  right, 
that  sacred  right,  of  misfortune,  to  have 
some  claim  to  be  heard  by  compassionate 
ears.  Yet,  all  the  same,  Jim  found  them 
bores,  and  he  was  sure  they  would  in  their 
turn  find  him  a  bore  if  he  were  to  ask 
them  to  listen  to  his  tale  of  woe.  So  he 
kept  his  tale  of  woe  to  himself;  and  he 
suffered  much,  but  without  any  parade  of 
his  sufferings.  He  did  not  choose  that 
any  daws  should  peck  at  his  heart.  There- 
fore he  did  not  wear  it  on  his  sleeve. 

He  quite  appreciated  his  own  experi- 
ences. He  thoroughly  understood  the 
vast  difference  between  the  sort  of  senti- 
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mentalism  in  which  he  had  spontaneously- 
indulged  himself  towards  his  good-for- 
nothing  first  love,  and  the  deep  unsought- 
for  passion  with  which  he  was  filled  for 
Clelia  Vine.  In  truth,  a  young  man's 
first  love,  like  a  young  woman's,  is  in 
ninety-nine  cases  out  of  a  hundred  a  mere 
phantom  and  ecstasy.  The  young  man 
or  the  young  woman  is  longing  to  be  in 
love  with  somebody,  and  the  first  alluring 
figure  which  comes  in  the  way  seems 
heaven-sent  to  be  the  object  of  homage. 

Jim  now  smiled  half  pitifully,  half  con- 
temptuously, at  his  facetious  and  fanciful 
attempt  at  love-making,  and  thought  to 
himself  often,  even  in  his  present  distress, 
how  lucky  it  was  for  him  that  the  girl  had 
found  a  better  match,  and  had  frankly 
thrown  him  over.  Suppose  it  had  been 
his  fate  to  marry  that  girl!  He  would 
rather,  a  thousand  times  rather,  have  his 
present  disappointment  than  that  sort  of 
success.     And  vet  what  a  short  time  had 


BACK  TO  LONDON  25 

passed  since  his  Rosaline  seemed  all-sufficing 
to  him  ! — the  time  before  he  met  Juliet — 
Clelia  Vine. 

Clelia  Vine  !  The  name  sent  a  sort  of 
pang  through  him.  Clelia  Vine  !  Was 
Vine  her  name,  now  ?  No,  he  supposed 
not,  he  assumed  not.  She  had  probably, 
for  whatever  reason,  gone  back  to  her 
maiden  name.  Mrs.  Morefield  always 
called  her  Clelia  Vine,  and  yet  did  not 
know  that  she  ever  had  been  married. 
Should  he  ever  come  to  know  her  name  t 
Should  he  ever  come  to  know  her  husband  ? 
It  would  be  strange  if  he  did  come  to 
meet  him  without  knowing  in  the  least 
who  he  was.  Such  things  were  very 
possible  in  a  place  like  London,  where 
everybody  comes  and  whence  everybody 
goes,  and  where,  roughly  speaking,  nobody 
really  knows  anything  about  anybody. 

Meanwhile  Conrad  went  about  in  the 
usual  way.  He  frequented  the  Voyagers' 
Club  ;  he  looked  into  a  theatre  now  and 
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then  ;  he  read  the  morning  and  the  evening 
papers;  he  strolled  sometimes  in  the  lonely 
and  spectral  Row.  Not  many  of  his  more 
intimate  friends  were  yet  in  town.  There 
were  hardly  any  doors  to  open  to  him. 
As  he  put  it  himself,  there  was  hardly  a 
house  where,  if  he  knocked,  there  was  any 
chance  of  the  latch  being  lifted.  But  there 
were  still,  or  already,  a  good  many  of  his 
chance  and  bachelor  friends  knocking  about 
town,  and  on  the  whole  Jim  had  a  fairly 
good  time.  He  tried  over  and  over  again 
to  settle  down  and  begin  his  first  novel,  but 
his  mind  did  not  seem  to  bite  into  any 
subject.  If  he  had  been  really  hard  up, 
he  would  probably  have  found  a  story  long 
before.  But  if  a  young  man  has  enough  to 
live  upon  for  the  present  without  recourse 
to  literature,  he  is  apt  to  be  very  fastidious 
about  his  first  choice  of  a  literary  venture. 
Jim  had  a  vague  notion  still  that  he  ought 
to  write  something  about  the  ring,  but  it 
was    only    a    vague    notion,  and    had    not 
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consolidated  or  crystallized  itself  at  all  so 
far. 

It  should  be  said  that  he  had  shown  the 
ring  to  a  London  goldsmith  and  jeweller, 
with  whom  his  family  had  long  been 
acquainted,  and  whom  he  felt  that  he 
could  trust,  and  from  this  authority  he 
learned  that  the  ring  was  undoubtedly  of 
an  English  family  pattern,  but  was  ap- 
parently made  in  India,  of  delicate-fingered 
Indian  workmanship.  Some  member  of 
an  English  household,  being  in  India,  had 
probably  had  a  family  ring  duplicated 
under  the  hands  of  Indian  artificers. 

This  may  have  brought  Conrad  a  little 
nearer  to  the  gate  of  the  mystery,  but  it 
certainly  did  not  furnish  him  with  any 
clue  or  thread  to  guide  his  way  in  that 
direction.  It  did  not  seem  to  give  any 
vitality  to  his  dream  in  Paris — that  last 
night  there.  He  was  beginning  to  be  in 
a  sort  of  way  impatient  with  the  ring,  in 
the  mood  of  Alexander  when  he  relieved 
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his  mind  about  the  plaguing  Gordian  knot. 
He  sometimes  could  have  found  it  in  his 
heart  to  throw  the  ring  into  the  Thames 
or  the  Serpentine. 

Jim's  rooms  at  Clarges  Street  were  on 
the  second-floor.  The  sitting-room  had  a 
balcony,  and  looked  on  the  street.  The 
rooms  were  modest,  like  their  owner's 
means.  Still,  they  had  what  might  be 
called  an  air  of  expectancy  about  them. 
The  younger  son  of  a  younger  son,  if  he 
feels  himself  conscious  of  any  capacity  in 
himself  at  all,  is  always  bound  to  be  ex- 
pectant. Such  a  youth  cannot  but  think 
that  he  will  some  day  or  other  add  to  his 
gift  of  birth  his  gift  of  brains. 

Now,  Jim  Conrad  had  got  into  the 
confirmed  habit  of  believing  that  he  had 
in  him  that  which  passeth  show — in  other 
words,  that  he  had  a  literary  endowment 
which  would  one  day  be  materialized  into 
cheques.  Therefore,  he  had  set  out  his 
sitting-room  and   bedroom  with  a  certain 
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appearance  of  luxury.  He  was  fond  of 
great  books  in  precious  editions,  with 
uncut  leaves  and  approved  bindings.  He 
was  fond  of  first  editions,  and  other  such 
costly  and  keenly-competed-for  possessions. 
Perhaps  he  did  not  greatly  care  to  read  the 
books  which  he  had  thus  stored  up  in  the 
precious  packets  ;  at  all  events,  if  he  did 
read  the  texts  of  the  authors,  and  he  some- 
times did,  he  wisely  preferred  to  read  them 
in  cheap  editions. 

His  sitting-room  contained  some  good 
etchings  and  some  fine  prints.  Also,  there 
were  some  colour-sketches,  given  him  by 
professional  painters  and  others,  mostly, 
perhaps,  by  amateur  artists  who  were 
friends  of  his,  and  among  his  books  were 
counted,  it  should  be  said,  many  presenta- 
tion copies,  chiefly,  it  is  true,  by  authors 
who  had  not  as  yet  achieved  supreme  dis- 
tinction. On  the  whole,  there  was  a  look 
of  ease,  and  even  of  luxury,  about  the 
rooms  which  might  have  beguiled  many  a 
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fond  creditor,  and  have  suggested  the  idea 
of  great  expectations. 

Jim  had  had  his  own  expectations.  A 
near  relative,  who  was  very  rich,  had  once 
undertaken  to  have  charge  of  the  boy  and 
to  make  him  his  heir;  but  the  near  rela- 
tive had,  at  the  age  of  fifty-five,  fallen  in 
love  with  a  pretty  and  penniless  young 
woman,  and  married  her,  and  become  the 
parent  of  two  children,  the  eldest  a  boy, 
and  there  was  an  end  of  Jim  Conrad's 
chances.  Jim  did  not  mind  very  much. 
The  world  was  all  before  him,  and  he  had 
enough  to  live  on  in  his  mother's  money, 
and  he  thought  his  uncle  was  right  enough 
in  marrying  again  ;  and,  anyhow,  the  world 
was  all  before  him,  and  he  did  not  care. 
But  his  rooms  in  Clarges  Street  still  bore 
evidence  to  the  existence  of  the  days  when 
he  believed  that  he  was  the  destined  heir 
to  his  uncle's  fortune.  Even  yet,  when 
that  hope  had  set  for  ever,  Jim  managed 
to  keep   on  buying   curious   editions,  and 
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had  a  credit  with  Hachette  for  the  looking 
out  of  obsolete  volumes  and  rare  chap- 
books.  Each  man  has  his  own  idea  of  a 
prize ;  but,  unluckily  for  himself,  Jim 
Conrad  had  set  his  heart  on  a  considerable 
variety  of  prizes.  He  wanted  the  best  of 
everything,  and  he  certainly  ought  to  have 
had  his  uncle's  fortune  in  order  to  gratify 
his  wants. 

Nobody  knew  whence  he  had  got  the 
literary  ambition  which  had  for  a  long 
time  filled  his  mind.  Not  one  of  his 
family  had  done  much,  or,  indeed,  any- 
thing, in  the  literary  way.  The  Conrads 
of  Northumberland  had,  on  the  whole, 
rather  despised  literature.  They  were 
somewhat  of  the  opinion  of  the  German 
official  at  one  of  the  small  German  courts 
of  past  days,  who,  in  giving  his  authoritative 
directions  as  to  precedence,  declared  that 
the  professors  and  the  literary  men  ranked 
immediately  after  the  bootblacks.  But 
Jim,   thus    wholly   discouraged,  had   from 


32  THE  RIDDLE  RING 

his  earliest  days  had  a  passion  for  Htera- 
ture  and  art.  He  was  constantly  in  the 
company  of  painters,  and  poets,  and  dra- 
matists, and  critics,  and  novelists,  and  the 
writers  of  leading  articles,  and  such-like 
folk.  He  loved  the  Voyagers'  Club  be- 
cause he  had  a  vast  yearning  for  foreign 
travel,  and  he  made  it  part  of  his  ambition 
to  scour  the  seas  some  day.  He  had  some 
diffidence  when  it  was  first  proposed  to 
him  that  he  should  be  put  up  for  member- 
ship at  the  Voyagers'  Club. 

'  But  I  have  never  voyaged,'  he  pleaded. 

'  My  good  fellow,'  one  of  his  friends 
said,  *  we  are  a  very  old  club ;  and  do  you 
know  what  the  travelling  qualification  is.?' 

No,  Jim  did  not  know. 

'  Five  hundred  miles  out  of  London  !' 

*  Oh,  I  think  I  have  accomplished  that,' 
Jim  modestly  said.     '  Would  Naples  do.?' 

'  Right  you  are,'  his  friend  replied,  and 
in  due  course  of  time  Jim  was  elected  a 
member  of  the  Voyagers'  Club. 
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Jim  was,  on  the  whole,  very  happy 
when  he  got  settled  down  into  his  in- 
dependent bachelor's  quarters  and  the 
Voyagers'  Club.  He  visited  other  clubs 
as  well — literary,  dramatic,  and  journalistic. 
He  frequented  the  first  nights  at  the 
theatres,  and  he  went  behind  when  the 
curtain  had  fallen,  and  was  received  and 
welcomed  cordially  with  hosts  of  other 
friends  by  the  managers  and  manageresses 
and  the  leading  actors  and  actresses,  and 
drank  champagne  to  their  healths  and 
successes,  and  had  a  bright  time  of  it 
generally.  Then  he  knew  a  good  many 
men  in  politics ;  and,  in  fact,  he  had  a 
varied  opportunity  of  studying  London 
life,  which  he  naturally  enjoyed.  But 
amidst  all  these  different  attractions  and 
distractions  he  had  pretty  well  made  up 
his  mind  that  his  gift  and  his  desire  was 
to  be  a  writer  of  fiction — when  his  love 
affair  came  across  him,  and  for  the   time, 
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at  least,  knocked  all  the  fiction  out  of 
him. 

Then  he  went  off  to  Paris  to  distract 
his  mind  away  from  his  love-trouble ;  and 
then,  as  we  have  seen,  he  fell  into  a  far 
deeper  love-trouble.  It  is  very  much  like 
that  in  ordinary  life.  If  you  try  to  get 
over  a  light  trouble  here,  you  only  fall 
under  a  much  heavier  trouble  elsewhere. 
So  when  Jim  Conrad  came  back  to  Lon- 
don, he  came  back  utterly  hopeless  and 
disconsolate,  telling  himself  that  the  only 
thing  for  him  in  life  to  do  was  to  go  in 
dismally  for  literature,  and  dismally  to 
stick  to  it,  or  else  to  get  off  on  any  wild 
enterprise  to  some  foreign  country,  and 
make  a  career  there,  or  get  killed  there — 
and  so  end.  He  gave  a  fair  chance  to  the 
literary  project.  He  sat  down  before  the 
desk  for  hours  together,  and  stared  at  the 
paper  and  his  blotting-pad,  and  could  not 
begin  his  novel. 

*  It  won't  do,'  he  said  to  himself.      *  I 
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must    try    a    new    career    and    a    far-off 
country.* 

It  was  in  this  mood  of  mind  that  he 
found  himself  thinking  more  and  more 
of  Mr.  Waley  and  Mr.  Waley's  chief. 


CHAPTER  XIII. 

SIR      FRANCIS      ROSE. 

Jim  went  to  dine  at  the  Voyagers'  Club 
one  evening.  He  never  dined  at  home. 
In  Clarges  Street  lodgings  they  do  not 
count  on  single  young  men  dining  at 
home.  The  season  had  not  quite  arrived 
for  Jim  or  anybody  else  to  be  much  invited 
out  to  dine,  and  so  he  was  very  glad  of  the 
Voyagers'  Club.  There  were  not  many 
people  in  the  dining-room  when  he  went 
in,  but  he  went  in  rather  early,  for  he 
intended  to  see  something  at  a  theatre  that 
night,  and  seeing  anything  at  a  theatre 
meant  an  early  dinner ;  and  Jim  had  not 
yet  grown  old  enough  to  be  much  put  out 
by  an  early  dinner.     So  he  settled  down  to 
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his  table,  and  he  looked  over  the  bill  of 
fare ;  and  he  did  not  seem  to  care  what  he 
had  to  eat,  but  he  chose — with  an  air  of 
interest  that  ought  to  have  impressed  any 
ordinary  waiter — some  oysters  and  a  soup 
and  a  grill,  and  that  sort  of  thing,  and  then 
he  felt  relieved.  He  was  still  in  that  time 
of  youth  when  a  man  thinks  that  he  ought 
not  to  let  the  club  waiters  know  that  he 
cares  little  or  nothing  about  the  actual 
materials  of  his  dinner. 

Suddenly  he  heard  a  vigorous  voice  that 
he  knew.  At  a  table  near  to  him  two  new- 
comers were  sitting  down.  Looking  up, 
he  saw  Mr.  Waley  and  a  man  who  was 
unknown  to  him — a  youngish-looking 
man,  with  a  pince-nez  and  a  pale, 
handsome  face.  The  moment  he  looked 
up,  his  eyes  met  the  eyes  of  Mr.  Waley, 
and  found  in  them  an  instant  and  a  glad- 
some recognition. 

'  Now,  I  call  this  a  most  remarkable 
meeting  !'   Mr.  Waley    exclaimed,    in    his 
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cheery  way.  '  You  are  the  two  chaps — 
the  two  men,  I  mean — that  I  most  par- 
ticularly wanted  to  bring  together.  And 
so  here  we  are,  don't  you  know.  Mr. 
Conrad,  I  want  to  introduce  to  you  my 
friend  and  fellow  North-Country  man.  Sir 
Francis  Rose.' 

Sir  Francis  Rose  !  Jim  had  often  heard 
the  name  in  his  earlier  days.  It  was  the 
name  of  a  younger  son  of  a  great  North- 
umbrian family,  who  had  had  a  very 
stormy  youth,  and  wandered  through  many 
countries,  and  was  supposed  to  have  been 
engaged  in  various  extraordinary  enter- 
prises ;  and  Jim  had  vaguely  heard  of  late 
that  the  prodigal  had  returned  to  England, 
having,  by  an  utterly  unexpected  series  or 
succession  of  deaths,  become  the  heir  to 
the  title  and  the  estate. 

If  he  had  had  time  to  think  of  the 
matter,  Jim  would  have  expected  to  see  a 
man  of  Herculean  proportions  and  dare- 
devil   appearance.      He    saw,    however,    a 
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slender  man,  not  much  above  the  middle 
height,  with  a  pale,  handsome  face,  and 
deep  dark  eyes,  whose  light  was  dimmed 
by  a  pince-nez,  with  close,  delicate,  de- 
cisive lips,  opening  to  show  white  teeth  ; 
a  man  quietly  but  fashionably  dressed  ;  a 
man  with  a  somewhat  melancholy  and 
outworn  expression  ;  a  man  apparently 
about  forty  years  of  age,  or  a  little  more, 
perhaps. 

'  How  early  he  must  have  gone  into 
life !'  was  almost  the  first  thought  that 
came  into  Jim's  mind.  '  Why,  I  used  to 
hear  of  his  extraordinary  doings  when  I 
was  only  a  child.' 

All  this  passed  through  Jim's  con- 
sciousness in  a  single  flash  of  enlighten- 
ment. 

The  introduction  was  satisfactorily  ac- 
complished, and  Sir  Francis  Rose  and  Jim 
Conrad  shook  hands. 

*  Now,  look  here,'  Mr.  Waley  said, 
beaming  with  delight,  '  are  you  beginning 
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dinner,  or  are  you  nearly  through,  as  they 
say  in  America?' 

'  I  am  only  just  beginning,'  Jim  said, 
to  whom  alone  the  question  could  have 
been  addressed. 

'Then,  why  shouldn't  we  three  dine 
together  ?'  Waley  urged.  '  I  have  been 
particularly  wanting  you  two  to  meet,  and 
now,  you  see.  Providence  in  its  particu- 
larly kindly  way  arranges  for  the  meeting.* 

'  I  shall  be  only  too  glad,'  Jim  said 
frankly.  *  I  was  just  sitting  down  to  a 
lonely  dinner,  and  I  shall  be  delighted  to 
have  good  company.' 

*  I  am  sure  it  is  only  too  kind  of  you, 
Mr.  Conrad,'  Sir  Francis  Rose  said,  in  a 
sweet  clear  voice.  *  I  always  felt  sure  I 
should  meet  you  somewhere,  and  my  friend 
Waley  often  talked  to  me  of  you.  I  am  so 
glad  that  Waley  and  I  are  lucky  enough  to 
have  the  chance  of  dining  with  you  so 
soon,  and  I  am  not  sorry  to  say  in  this 
unexpected  sort  of  way.' 
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Waley  bustled  about  to  give  orders  for 
the  combination  of  the  dinners.  Jim 
noticed  at  a  glance  that  the  business  of 
making  arrangements  fell  to  the  part  of 
Waley,  although  he  did  not  understand 
that  Waley  was  a  member  of  the  club,  and 
he  understood  that  Sir  Francis  Rose  was. 
The  waiters,  having  received  Mr.  Waley's 
instructions,  looked  to  Sir  Francis,  and  Sir 
Francis  simply  nodded  his  assent.  The 
arrangements  were  made,  and  the  three 
were  dining  together.  Jim  had  been 
thinking  of  a  pint  of  claret  for  himself, 
but  Mr.  Waley  had  already  commanded 
champagne  all  round. 

*  I  am  glad  to  have  the  chance  of 
making  your  acquaintance,  Mr.  Conrad,' 
Sir  Francis  said  in  his  singularly  sweet 
voice — a  voice  the  tones  of  which  seemed 
to  caress  the  ear.  ^  I  am  glad  because  you 
are  a  North-Country  man  like  myself — I 
know  your  name  quite  well,  of  course, 
and  I  know  something  about  your  family 
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— and  I  am  glad,  too,  because  my 
friend  Waley  has  been  telling  me  about 
you.' 

'  I  am  very  much  pleased  to  meet  you. 
Sir  Francis,'  Jim  said.  '  I  need  hardly  tell 
you  that  I  have  often  heard  your  name  up 
in  the  North-Country.' 

*  And  not  mentioned  with  absolute  com- 
mendation, I  dare  say,'  Sir  Francis  observed 
with  a  quiet  smile.  '  I  know  quite  well 
that  for  a  long  time  the  sound  of  my  name 
was  a  sound  of  fear  to  most  of  my  friends, 
and  I  dare  say  to  all  of  my  family.  People 
hadn't  got  accustomed  in  those  days  to 
young  men  striking  out  a  path  for  them- 
selves, and  became  quite  shocked  if  the 
country  squire's  son  was  audacious  enough 
to  make  money  in  a  new  way  in  a  money- 
making  world.  Well,  I  have  now  become 
the  country  squire  myself — but  I  am  not 
quite  certain  whether  I  shall  be  able  to 
settle  down  to  country  squiredom  for  the 
rest  of  my  life.' 
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He  spoke  carelessly,  as  if  it  did  not 
much  matter  either  way. 

'  Not  while  Albert  Edward  Waley  is  at 
your  elbow  to  drive  you  along,'  his  friend 
and  admirer  said  with  animation. 

It  was  curious  and  interesting  to  note, 
as  Jim  thought,  how  Mr.  Waley  gazed 
upon  his  chief  with  eyes  in  which  delight 
and  admiration  beamed,  or  rather  blazed. 
Tim's  heart  went  out  to  Walev  merely 
because  of  his  undisguised  devotion. 

'  I  don't  care,'  he  said  to  himself,  *  what 
they  have  done  or  what  they  are  doing ;  I 
like  that  poor  chap  because  of  his  honest 
devotion  to  his  chief.' 

'  You  were  thinking  of  going  abroad, 
Mr.  Conrad  ?  I  mean,  somewhere  quite 
off  the  beaten  track.  So  our  friend  Waley 
has  been  telling  me  lately.' 

'  Yes.  I  want  to  go  somewhere — for  a 
time,  a  least.  I  want  to  get  fresh  ideas — 
new  material.  I  want  to  write  books  and 
things.' 
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*  Something  has  gone  wrong,'  Rose  said 
with  a  melancholy  and  very  sympathetic 
smile.  '  Yes ;  I  could  see  that  in  your 
face.  Something  goes  wrong  with  most 
men,  and  drives  them  into  adventure.  It 
is  good  for  them  in  the  end.  If  something 
had  not  gone  wrong  with  me  when  I  was 
— well,  yes,  somewhere  about  your  age,  I 
should  probably  have  remained  in  England 
and  led  a  respectable  life,  and  been  un- 
speakably dull  and  bored — bored  and 
boring.  I  could  never  have  been  the 
social  outlaw  of  five  continents.' 

'  I  don't  know  that  I  have  had  any  par- 
ticular ambition  in  that  way,' Jim  answered 
smilingly.  '  But  I  do  want  to  knock 
about  a  little  and  see  other  worlds  than 
those  I  have  seen  already.' 

'Take  care,'  Sir  Francis  said  gravely. 
'  Remember,  if  you  begin  you  will  prob- 
ably have  to  go  on.  The  thirst  will  come 
in  drinking.  I  have  almost  always  found 
that  if  you  start  by  wanting  novelties  you 
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will  finish  by  wanting  novelties,  and  will 
die  perhaps  in  trying  to  get  them.' 

*  Well/  Jim  answered  composedly,  '  a 
man  can  but  dree  his  weird.' 

*  I  don't  think  I  know  the  meaning  of 
that,'  Waley  interposed. 

*  It  is  not  necessary  that  you  should,  my 
dear  Waley,'  Rose  said,  with  the  gentle 
tone  of  one  who  seeks  to  quieten  a  too 
questioning  child.  '  You  don't  want  to 
know  everything,  do  you,  and  to  leave 
nothing  to  Mr.  Conrad  and  me  ?' 

'  Oh,  you  both  know  a  lot  more  than  I 

do.     But  if  it's  anything  improper ' 

'  Which  it  certainly  is  not,'  said  Jim. 

*  Probably  if  it  was  I  should  know 
something  about  it,'  Mr.  Waley  said  in  a 
contented  sort  of  tone.  *  I  suppose  it's 
poetry  of  some  sort,  and  I  never  could 
make  anything  of  poetry.  But  I  like  a 
sensation.' 

*  He  does,  Mr.  Conrad,'  the  chief 
observed.     '  I  never  yet  saw  the  sensational 
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encounter  or  crisis  of  any  kind  that  could 
put  Albert  Waley  out/ 

Waley  smiled  delightedly  at  this  com- 
mendation. 

*  A  man  must  be  good  for  something,' 
he  pleaded,  in  modest  self-depreciation  ; 
'  and  if  I  was  to  be  easily  frightened,  why 
then,  don't  you  know,  I  shouldn't  be  good 
for  anything  in  this  world.  Chaps  like 
you  and  Mr.  Conrad  have  lots  to  spare; 
but  chaps  like  me  haven't,  and  that's  where 
it  is.' 

*Mr.  Waley  is  a  good  deal  of  a  philo- 
sopher,' Jim  said.  '  I  saw  that  in  him  on 
our  very  first  acquaintance.' 

*  What  you  see  in  him  you'll  see  in  him 
to  the  end,'  Sir  Francis  said. 

*  That's  so,'  Mr.  Waley  briefly  affirmed. 
He    had    picked    up    a    good    deal    of 

American  phraseology  in  America. 

'  I  have  not  been  to  this  club  for  a  long 
time  until  lately,'  Rose  said.  '  I  used  to 
be  fond  of  it  in  my  earlier  London  days. 
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But  of  late  I  have  not  been  so  much  about 
London,  and,  then,  I  fancy  I  should  be  a 
very  unpopular  personage  at  most  of  my 
clubs  if  I  had  the  extreme  unwisdom  to  go 
to  any  of  them  very  often.  Do  you  knov^- 
that  I  used  to  be  rather  proud  of  saying, 
when  I  was  younger,  and  more  defiant  of  the 
world's  laws,  that  I  could  get  any  candidate 
black-balled  at  any  club  I  belonged  to  ?' 

'  How  could  you  do  that  ?'  Jim  asked 
somewhat  simply. 

'  How,  my  dear  boy :  You  are  youth- 
ful, to  be  sure  !  Why,  of  course,  by  pro- 
posing or  seconding  him.' 

Jim  saw  that  he  had  missed  a  point,  and 
allowed  his  languid  friend  to  entrap  him  in 
a  certain  sense. 

'  Yes,  I  was  very  unpopular  then,'  Sir 
Francis  went  on ;  *  and,  do  you  know,  I 
rather  enjoyed  it.  Now  I  don't — at  least, 
I  don't  think  so.  I  am  not  young  any 
X^iore.  I  don't  quite  know  whether  I 
would   be  young  again  if  I   could.      But, 
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anyhow,  I  am  not  young,  and  I  don't  take 
the  same  joy  in  strife  that  I  once  did.  Do 
you  know  that  I  have  sometimes  had,  for 
all  my  friend  Waley  may  say,  an  idea  of 
settling  down  into  the  life  of  a  quiet 
country  squire,  and  seeing  how  that  would 
suit  me?  If  I  really  felt  an  inclination 
that  way,  I  would  follow  it  out  whitherso- 
ever it  might  lead  me/ 

*  I  shall  never  have  the  chance  of  trying 
it,'  said  Jim ;  *  and,'  he  added  decisively,  '  I 
don't  care.' 

*  Well,  I  like  your  plucky  way  of  look- 
ing at  things.  Don't  care  is  good  enough 
for  most  affairs  in  life.  I  think  I  might 
say  it  has  been  my  motto  always.  But, 
somehow,  I  should  have  thought  you  had 
more  of  what  is  called  earnestness  and 
principle — yes,  principle — in  you.  I 
should  have  thought  you  would  want  to 
know  what  you  ought  to  do.' 

*  Yes ;  I  should  like  to  know  what  I 
ought  to  do,'  Jim  said  doggedly,  as  if  he 
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were  maintaining  some  truth  which,  for 
the  moment,  he  felt  rather  ashamed  of 
admitting. 

*  I  thought  so.  Do  you  know  that  I 
feel  inclined  to  envy  you  ?' 

*  To  envy  me  ?     Yes  ?     Why  ?' 

*  Because  I  sometimes  think  it  must  be 
a  relief  to  the  mind  to  have  that  kind  of 
moral  compass  to  steer  by.  Yes,  I  have 
sometimes  thought  that.  I  never  had  any 
feeling  of  the  kind  myself.  I  always 
thought  that  it  was  quite  as  free  to  me  to 
steer  one  course  as  another,  and  so  I  always 
followed  my  own  fancy.' 

*  Most  men  do,  I  am  afraid,'  Jim  said, 
not  knowing  exactly  what  he  ought  to 
say. 

'  Yes,  most  men  do,  perhaps ;  but  I 
am  told  that  they  have  heart-struggles, 
and  conscience-struggles,  and  all  that  sort 
of  thing.  Now,  I  have  never  felt  any- 
thing of  the  kind — no,  never  once.  I 
have    made    my   own    sensations    and   my 

VOL.  II.  18 
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own  inclinations  my  guide,  and  have 
followed  them  wherever  they  chose  to 
carry  me,  and  they  have  carried  me  fairly 
well  so  far.  I  have  knocked  a  great  deal 
of  enjoyment  out  of  life.  I  have  been  in 
all  manner  of  queer  adventures  and  out-of- 
the-way  places.  Why,  I  remember  when 
I  was  once  caught  and  carried  off  by  a 
lioness  in  South  Africa.' 

And  he  stopped,  and  began,  apparently, 
to  think  it  all  over  again. 

'  Yes,'  Jim  stimulated  him,  much  inter- 
ested, '  a  lioness  in  South  Africa  ?' 

'  Well,  let  me  see — of  course,  that  lioness 
in  South  Africa.  Look  here,  she  had  for 
the  moment  frightened  away  some  of  my 
friends,  and  the  lioness  took  me  up  in  her 
mouth  and  trotted  away  with  me  as  easily 
as  a  cat  might  carry  off  a  mouse.  Her 
jaws  bit  into  me,  and  I  soon  fainted  with 
pain  and  loss  of  blood;  but  as  long  as  I 
had  any  consciousness  left  I  only  felt  that 
I  was  going  through   a  new  sensation — 
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that  and  nothing  more,  I  do  assure  you. 
Please  don't  think  I  am  bragging  about 
my  courage.  It  wasn't  a  question  of 
courage.  Many  a  man  of  ten  times  my 
courage  in  the  face  of  danger  would  have 
felt  quite  differently.' 

*  I  think  I  understand/  Jim  said  quietly. 
He  felt  that  he  did  understand. 

*  You  see,  another  man  and  a  better  man 
and  a  braver  man  might  have  thought 
nothing  of  that  vulgar  joy  in  mere  novelty 
of  sensation.  It's  merely  vulgar,  I  know 
it.  While  the  lioness  was  carrying  him 
off,  the  better  and  braver  man  would  have 
been  thinking  of  his  wife  and  his  children 
away  in  England,  and  how  they  would 
feel  when  they  read  the  completed  story 
of  his  trip  with  the  lioness,  and  he  wouldn't 
have  enjoyed  the  whole  adventure.  I  had 
no  children  to  think  of,  and  not  much  else 
to  think  of  at  that  time,  and  so  I  was  able 
to  appreciate  the  sensation.  You  have  no 
idea  how  curiously  it  all  felt.' 
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'  I  am  sure  I  should  have  been  horribly 
afraid/  said  Jim,  in  the  profoundest  sin- 
cerity. 

'  No  doubt  you  would — of  course  you 
would/  Rose  replied  placidly ;  *  any  very 
young  man  would.  You  see,  a  young  man 
has  so  much  to  live  for,  and  so  much  to 
look  forward  to — so  many  lives  to  enjoy, 
in  fact — and  he  naturally  doesn't  want  to 
have  all  his  prospects  cut  off  by  the  bite  of 
a  villainous  old  cat  of  a  lioness  ;  but  I  had 
gone  through  the  best  part  of  my  life,  and 
had  enjoyed  all  the  familiar  and  what  I 
may  call  the  routine  sensations,  so  I  had  a 
certain  kind  of  enjoyment  in  the  new  sen- 
sation of  being  carried  off  by  a  lioness. 
Not  that  I  was  not  very  glad  when  I  re- 
covered my  senses — for,  as  I  told  you,  I 
fainted  off  quite  soon — to  find  that  I  was 
among  my  friends  again,  and  that  I  was 
alive,  and  it  was  the  lioness  who  was  dead. 
I  was  glad  to  live  to  have  some  other  new 
sensations,  even  yet.' 
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*  Well/  Jim  said,  '  you  have  plenty  of 
time  still  before  you  for  all  manner  of  new 
sensations.' 

*  Ah,  well,  I  am  getting  on  in  years, 
although  I  can't  say  that  I  feel  the  pull 
just  yet.  But  the  pull  will  come,  and  very 
soon,  no  doubt.' 

'  Then  there  will  be  the  sensation  of 
growing  old,'  Jim  said,  with  a  smile. 
'  That  will  be  something  new,  and  some- 
thing, I  hope,  to  be  enjoyed — on  your 
comprehensive  principle.' 

'  Ah,  yes — the  art  of  being  a  grandfather, 
as  Victor  Hugo  describes  it,  that  might 
count  for  something.  But,  then,  I  can't  be 
a  grandfather,  because  I  have  not  been  a 
father.' 

Jim  suddenly  remembered  what  Waley 
had  told  him  about  the  chief's  unhappy 
marriage,  and  did  not  follow  farther  out 
on  that  branch  of  the  conversation. 

There  was  silence  for  a  moment,  and 
then  Rose  began  again  : 
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*  You  are  staying  in  town  for  some  time, 
are  you  not,  Mr.  Conrad  ?'  he  asked  of 
Jim. 

'  Oh  yes,  I  am  staying  in  town  for  some 
time,  I  think.  I  am  not  quite  certain 
about  my  movements;  but  just  at  present 
nothing  actually  beckons  me  out  of  town.' 

'  Ah,  I  see,'  Rose  said,  with  his  quiet 
smile. 

Jim  did  not  quite  see  what  it  was  that 
Rose  saw ;  but  he  did  not  think  it  neces- 
sary to  make  any  inquiry,  and  so  that 
matter,  too,  dropped. 

Jim  had  got  it  into  his  mind  that  Sir 
Francis  regarded  him  somehow  as  the 
victim  of  a  love-lorn  passion,  and  it  is  a 
curious  thing  how  few  young  men  care  to 
be  regarded  in  that  sort  of  light.  Young 
men  in  general  may  fan  and  feed  on  the 
disappointed  passion  all  to  themselves ;  but 
they  do  not  want  elder  and  more  experi- 
enced men  to  spy  it  out  at  once  and  tacitly 
to  condole  with  them  upon  it. 
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'  Well,  I  hope  we  shall  meet  often.  I 
have  an  enterprise  in  my  mind  that  may 
come  to  something,  and  if  you  want  a 
change  of  scene,  for  any  reason — for  any 
reason — you  can  have  a  chance  of  it,  if  you 
will/ 

*  Thanks,'  said  Jim  bluntly ;  *  we  shall 
meet  again.' 

*  We  are  sure  to  meet  again,'  Rose  said 
sweetly,  and  then  the  little  company  broke 
up. 

Rose  and  his  henchman  went  one  way ; 
Jim  went  another. 

Jim  was  undoubtedly  much  impressed 
by  his  new  acquaintance.  He  was  in  a 
manner  fascinated  by  Sir  Francis  Rose. 
In  the  first  instance,  he  was  a  good  deal 
surprised.  From  all  that  he  had  vaguely 
heard,  and  even  more  vaguely  remembered 
of  the  Northumbrian  wanderer,  he  had 
formed  the  idea  of  a  man  of  commanding 
presence  and  self- asserting  manner  —  a 
picture  of  what  might  be  called  a  young 
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lady's  pirate,  if  young  ladies  cared  anything 
about  pirates  in  these  days  of  introspection 
and  problems  of  sex.  Again,  when  he 
heard  from  Waley  of  his  all-accomplished, 
all-commanding,  unnamed  chief,  he  had 
also  made  up  his  mind  to  the  idea  of  some 
strong  and  strenuous  figure.  He  smiled  at 
his  own  absurdity. 

'  Surely/  he  thought  to  himself,  *  I 
might  have  known  that  a  man  is  always 
the  very  opposite  of  what  you  expect  him 
to  be.  The  wild  revolutionist  of  the 
platform  is  a  meek,  domestic  little  man  in 
private,  rather  apt  to  be  afraid  of  his  wife. 
The  advocate  of  peace  at  any  price  is  a 
burly,  dogmatic  giant — and  so  on.  I 
might  have  known.  I  am  afraid  I  shall 
not  very  soon  master  the  novel-writing 
trade,  to  which  I  am  trying  to  apprentice 
myself.* 

After  al]  this  surprise,  however,  came  a 
certain  distrust.  Jim  was  inclined  to 
shrink    from    the    sort    of    fascination    or 
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mastery  that  even  already  Rose  was  be- 
ginning to  exercise  over  him.  There 
seemed  something  uncanny,  if  one  might 
put  it  so,  about  his  outworn  melancholy, 
and  his  avowed  craving  for  the  perpetual 
stimulant  of  new  sensation.  Had  he  any 
scruples  .?  Had  he  any  principles  ?  No 
doubt  he  had  the  ordinary  code  of  honour 
which  every  man  brought  up  as  an  English 
gentleman  professes  to  adopt.  He  doubt- 
less would  not  cheat  at  cards  or  at  billiards. 
But  he  would  probably  without  the 
smallest  reluctance  or  hesitation  win  the 
money  of  men  who  could  not  play  as  well 
as  he  could.  Yes,  but  did  not  all  men  do 
that  ?  Conrad  asked  himself  Sir  Francis 
Rose  had  certainly  taken  some  pains — if 
he  were  a  man  who  could  be  said  to  take 
pains  about  anything — to  impress  him  with 
the  fact  that  everything  he  did  was  *  done 
upon  the  square,'  as  Mr.  Waley  would 
probably  have  put  it,  and  assuredly  no 
rumours  had  ever  reached  Jim's  ears  at  all 
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to  the  discredit  of  the  roving  Northumbrian 
in  that  way. 

Still,  it  was  not  all  this  which  puzzled 
Jim  so  much  as  Sir  Francis  Rose  himself, 
and  his  tone  and  his  frank  admission  that 
he  lived  only  for  new  sensations  and  sur- 
prises, and  at  the  same  time  the  kindly 
way  in  which  he  every  now  and  then  stopped 
to  warn  Jim  against  being  led  to  follow  his 
example.  It  was  plain  to  Jim  that  Sir 
Francis  felt  a  certain  interest  in  him — 
perhaps  a  sort  of  local  interest  in  him — but 
did  not  think  him  by  any  means  a  capture 
sufficiently  important  in  the  adventuring 
way  to  take  any  particular  trouble  about. 
He  seemed  to  regard  Jim  as  one  might 
regard  a  bright  and  plucky  schoolboy — 
and  nothing  more. 

If  Jim  had  been  just  a  little  more  intro- 
spective, he  might  have  come  on  the  self- 
discovery  that  he  was  only  made  the  more 
eager  to  share  in  one  of  Rose's  enterprises 
by  the   very  warnings   which    Sir   Francis 
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gave  to  young  men  not  to  set  their  hearts 
too  much  on  new  sensations. 

For,  although  he  certainly  felt  fascinated 
in  one  sense,  Jim  felt  a  little  irritated  too. 
There  was  the  immemorial  irritation  of  the 
young  man  against  the  man  who,  not  yet 
old  or  nearly  old,  seems  to  have  had  such  a 
varied  experience  of  life,  and  makes  much 
of  it,  and  blandly  patronizes  the  younger 
man  for  whom  all  that  is  as  yet  only  a 
possibility,  and  for  whom,  perhaps,  it  is 
never  to  come.  Jim  was  annoyed  in  a 
curious  way  at  the  superior  sort  of  manner 
in  which  Sir  Francis  Rose  seemed  to  take 
it  on  himself  to  assume  what  Jim's  troubles 
were,  and  to  suggest  the  best  remedy  for 
them.  It  was  the  manner  of  a  man  who 
wished  to  say  : 

'  I  have  drained  all  life's  sensations  to  the 
dregs,  and  you,  poor  youth  !  have  hardly 
taken  the  first  sip  of  them,  and  will  never, 
I  venture  to  think,  drink  anything  like  so 
deep  down  in  the  cup  as  I  have  done.' 
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Therefore  Jim,  as  he  walked  home  that 
night,  was  perhaps  conscious,  above  all 
other  things,  of  a  desire  to  let  Sir  Francis 
Rose  know  that  he  too,  Jim  Conrad  of  the 
Northumbrian  Conrads,  had  an  adventurous 
spirit  and  a  daring  heart,  and  that  to  him 
adventures  would  come  easy.  He  was 
almost  morbidly  anxious  to  meet  Sir 
Francis  Rose  again.  As  he  walked  home- 
ward, his  thoughts,  however,  began  to 
arrange  themselves  in  more  artificial 
order. 

'  I  might  make  copy  out  of  it,'  he  said 
to  himself.  '  There  might  be  the  idea  of 
a  rattling  good  story  got  out  of  it,  if 
he  were  to  give  me  a  chance  of  an 
adventure.' 

So  he  beguiled  his  mind. 


CHAPTER  XIV. 

*THAT    LADY    IS    NOT    NOW    LIVING.' 

The  livid,  monotonous  London  winter  had 
worn  itself  out,  and  spring  was  coming 
again.  Jim  Conrad  continued  to  meet  his 
two  friends  now  and  again  at  the  Voyagers' 
Club.  Rose  talked  incessantly  about  the 
scheme  he  had  in  preparation,  and  in  which 
he  proposed  to  enlist  the  services  of  Conrad. 
But  Jim  did  not  yet  know  in  the  least  what 
it  was  all  about,  and  Sir  Francis  seemed  to 
wish  to  convey  to  him  each  time  the  idea 
that  the  moment  had  not  yet  quite  arrived 
when  the  seal  of  secrecy  might  be  fairly 
broken.  Jim  waited  without  impatience. 
He  would  have  been  glad  to  get  a  chance 
of  some  stirring  part  to  play  which  would 


62  THE  RIDDLE  RING 

take  him  out  of  England  and  out  of  his 
recollections,  and  might  give  him  a  hope 
oi  writing  a  rattling  story,  and  so  opening 
up  a  literary  career.  For  he  began  to 
think  of  late  that  he  had  not  the  imaginative 
faculty  which  could  construct  a  story  all 
*  out  of  his  own  head,'  as  the  children  say. 
He  began  to  fear  that  he  had  not  even 
imagination  enough  to  construct  a  story 
out  of  a  text  supplied  to  him.  For  look 
at  the  discovery  of  the  cast-away  ring ! 
Surely  there  were  men  and  women  who, 
if  set  down  to  make  a  story  out  of  that 
theme,  as  a  teacher  of  painting  puts  his 
pupils  to  work  each  and  all  on  one  given 
subject,  would  each  of  them  within  a 
limited  amount  of  time  make  a  story  which 
could  solve  the  enigma  in  some  striking 
and  plausible  way — each  giving  it  a  different 
interpretation,  and  each  interpretation  com- 
mending itself  to  a  different  order  of  mind. 
But  Jim  had  tried  to  make  a  story — any 
sort  of  intelligible  and  coherent  story — out 
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of  the  ring  mystery,  and  had  failed.  *  It 
is  all  to  no  purpose/  he  began  to  think. 
'  I  have  no  imagination — I  have  no  inven- 
tion. I  must  give  up  the  whole  idea  of 
story-telling,  or  go  and  find  some  adventures 
that  have  simply  to  be  written  down  and 
made  to  glow  from  first  sight  with  their 
genuine  surroundings  and  atmosphere. 
Perhaps  I  ought  to  give  up  the  business 
altogether.  But  I  will  not  give  it  up  yet/ 
he  said  to  himself  doggedly.  '  I  do  believe 
I  have  something  in  me — and,  anyhow,  it 
is  about  the  only  thing  I  have  to  live  for.' 
So  he  longed  to  be  sent  on  some  perilous 
expedition  anywhere,  and  although  he  could 
not  quite  make  out  what  Sir  Francis  Rose 
was  doing  in  the  expeditionary  way,  he 
was  still  most  anxious  to  get  a  chance  of 
proving  that  he  could  do  something  brave 
and  clever. 

One  morning,  as  he  was  consuming  his 
early  tea  and  toast,  he  got  a  letter  from  Sir 
Francis   Rose.     It   was  dated  from   a    flat 
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in  the  near  neighbourhood  of  Berkeley 
Square.  Berkeley  Square  has  of  late  been 
much  invaded  by  the  piles  of  red  brick 
flats.  Its  aristocratic  pretensions  are  rudely 
shadowed  by  these  huge  and  aggressive 
structures — populous  enough,  or  at  all 
events  trying  to  be  populous  enough  for  a 
city  insula  of  Imperial  Rome.  Young  as 
Conrad  was,  he  could  recollect  a  time  when 
the  builder's  flat  had  not  yet  profaned  the 
immediate  neighbourhood  of  Berkeley 
Square.  Even  at  that  moment  the  thought 
crossed  his  mind — but  he  had  other  things 
of  greater  import  to  think  about,  and  so  he 
let  it  cross  and  go  its  way.  He  opened 
the  letter,  and  found  that  it  was  a  pressing 
invitation  to  come  to  luncheon  that  day — 
they  two  alone — to  talk  over  a  matter  of 
some  importance  perhaps  to  both  of  them. 
Jim  thought  the  matter  over  for  a  moment 
or  two,  then  decided  to  go,  and  sent  off  a 
telegram  to  announce  his  acceptance  of 
the    invitation.     Then    he    strolled    along 
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Piccadilly  to  St.  James's  Square,  and  he 
had  a  look  in  at  the  Voyagers'  Club  to 
read  the  papers. 

There  were  not  many  men  in  the  news- 
paper room,  and  he  had  almost  his  '  pick 
and  choose  '  of  the  papers.  He  took  up 
the  latest  Ga/ignam,  and  was  turning  it 
over  rather  apathetically,  but  still  with  a 
sort  of  idea  that  he  might  find  something 
there  about  the  movements  of  certain 
vanished  friends  of  his,  when  his  eyes 
rested  on  a  paragraph  which  made  his 
heart  and  his  throat  swell.      It  was  this  : 

*  Death  of  a  Beneficent  English  Lady. 

*  Our  readers  will  grieve  with  us  to  know 
of  the  death  of  that  most  generous  and 
beneficent  of  Englishwomen,  Mrs.  More- 
field,  widow  of  the  late  Rochester  More- 
field,  of  Morefield  Hall,  Shrewsbury,  and 
formerly  of  Morefield  Lodge,  South 
Kensington,  London.  The  fame  of  Mrs. 
Morefield   as    a    benefactress    belongs    not 
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only  to  England,  but  to  the  northern  and 
southern  shore  of  the  Mediterranean.  On 
the  Riviera,  in  Southern  Italy,  in  Sicily,  in 
Egypt,  in  Algeria,  her  philanthropic  exer- 
tions were  well  known  and  thoroughly 
appreciated.  She  had  given  public  parks 
to  crowded  neighbourhoods  ;  she  had 
founded  colleges  for  the  teaching  of  girls ; 
she  had  provided  playgrounds  in  quarters 
alive  with  poor  children — and  all  she  did 
with  a  quiet  beneficence  which  shrank  from 
making  itself  known.  Mrs.  Morefield  had 
long  been  in  delicate  health — said  to  have 
arisen  from  lung-troubles  and  heart-troubles 
combined.  She  had  for  many  years  been 
compelled  to  pass  her  winters  abroad.  She 
was  lately  staying  at  a  villa  which  she  had 
taken  just  outside  Algiers  on  the  way  to 
Birmandreis,  when  she  was  attacked  by  a 
sudden  faintness,  and  expired  almost  with- 
out warning.  Her  daughter,  Miss  Gertrude 
Morefield,  and  a  young  lady,  a  close  friend 
of  the  family,  were  with  her  when  she  died. 
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It  is  assumed  that  Miss  Morefield  will  be  the 
sole  heiress  of  her  mother's  great  wealth.' 

Jim  put  down  the  paper,  and  he  could 
not  help  feeling  as  if  he  should  like  to 
shed  tears.  The  news  gave  him  a  terrible 
shock,  which  was  rather  increased  than 
made  less  by  the  formal  stereotyped  manner 
of  the  newspaper  announcement.  He  had 
from  the  very  first  been  greatly  charmed  by 
Mrs.  Morefield.  Her  sweet  and  lucid 
nature  had  a  great  attraction  for  him.  He 
always  thought  he  could  see  quite  into  her 
kindly,  forbearing,  and  loving  tempera- 
ment. He  had  watched  with  a  really 
tender  interest  her  anxious  care  of  her 
daughter — her  fear  lest  her  own  ill-health 
and  her  enforced  absences  from  London 
might  become  a  weariness  to  Gertrude ; 
he  had  observed  how  she  watched  for  any 
indications  of  weariness  or  discontent  on 
the  part  of  Gertrude,  as  another  anxious 
mother  might  look  out  for  the  warnings 
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of  incipient  consumption  on  the  cheek  or 
the  lips  of  her  only  daughter.  He  had 
noticed,  too,  the  sort  of  sweet  unconscious 
rivalry  that  seemed  to  be  going  on  between 
mother  and  daughter ;  the  struggle  of  the 
one  to  find  out,  the  struggle  of  the  other 
to  conceal,  any,  even  the  faintest,  sugges- 
tion of  dissatisfaction  with  the  mode  of 
life  which  the  health  of  the  mother  im- 
posed upon  them.  In  an  early  chapter  of 
this  story  it  has  been  said  that  on  this  kind 
of  observation  Conrad  soon  made  up  his 
mind  as  to  the  natures  of  the  two  sweet 
women,  and  every  day  and  every  hour  he 
had  spent  with  them  only  deepened  his 
conviction.  And  now  Gertrude  was  alone 
in  life  !  Now  she  might  go  where  she 
pleased — there  was  no  longer  any  motive 
for  that  sweet  and  loving  self-sacrifice  ! 
Oh,  how  well  he  knew  that  she  would 
miss  even  that  very  self-sacrifice  !  How 
well  he  knew  what  a  delight  it  was  to  her 
to  make  her  mother  believe  that  she  cared 
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nothing  about  London  and  nothing  about 
England  or  about  home,  lest  the  fond 
mother  might  reproach  herself  with  being 
even  the  innocent  cause  of  the  daughter's 
frequent  expatriation  !  His  eyes  were 
dimmed  as  he  thought  of  that  girl  left 
alone — without  the  mother  for  whom  she 
lived — in  some  picturesque,  dreary,  intoler- 
able Moorish  villa  outside  Algiers — dreary 
and  intolerable  in  the  shadow  of  that  death, 
but  hardly  more  dreary  and  intolerable 
than  any  other  place  in  all  the  world 
would  be  just  now. 

He  knew  she  would  not  be  alone — not 
all  alone.  Clelia  would  be  with  her. 
But,  lover  though  he  was,  he  could  not 
bring  himself  to  believe  that  the  com- 
panionship even  of  Clelia  would  be  as 
much  to  Gertrude  as  it  would  be  to  him. 
Still,  it  was  a  relief  to  know  that  Clelia 
would  be  with  her — that  Clelia  would 
stay  with  her — that  Clelia,  having  known 
misery  herself,  would  understand  how  to 
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succour  the  miserable.  A  keen  pang  of 
pain  went  through  him  as  he  remembered 
what  things  Clelia  had  said  to  him  about 
Gertrude  and  about  Gertrude's  care  for 
him,  and  he  had  for  a  moment  a  wild 
thought  of  hurrying  ofiF  to  the  southern 
shore  of  the  Mediterranean,  and  taking 
Gertrude's  hand  in  his  and  telling  her  that 
some  day  he  would  try  his  best  to  make 
her  happy  again.  Why  should  he  not  ? 
Clelia  could  never  be  any  more  than  his 
friend,  and  she  had  told  him  that  she 
would  be  his  friend  none  the  less  if  he 
were  to  marry  Gertrude.  Why  should 
he  not  ?  Alas  !  he  could  give  no  reason 
why,  except  that  he  had  rendered  up  his 
heart  to  a  woman  who  could  not  marry 
him,  who  could  not  and  would  not  allow 
herself  to  love  him. 

Conrad  was  certainly  not  ungenerous  or 
selfish.  His  love-troubles  seemed  for  the 
moment  of  small  account  when  compared 
with  the   bereavement  of   poor   Gertrude 
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Morefield.  He  remembered  the  kindness, 
sometimes  almost  motherly,  with  which 
Mrs.  Morefield  had  always  welcomed  him. 
He  remembered  how  lonely  and  unhappy 
he  was  when  she  and  her  daughter  were 
cast,  like  sunlight,  across  his  darkling  way, 
and  hot  tears  of  gratitude  and  of  grief 
came  into  his  eyes.  He  read  the  para- 
graph in  the  paper  over  and  over  again,  as 
if  he  could  spell  some  sort  of  indirect  con- 
solation out  of  its  journalistic  English. 
Then  he  remembered  his  engagement  to 
luncheon,  and  he  had  a  moment's  thought 
of  sending  a  wire  to  say  he  could  not  be 
there.  ^  But  to  what  avail  V  he  asked  him- 
self. '  Had  I  not  much  better  go  through 
my  common  work  of  life  as  though 
nothing  had  happened  ?  What  good 
would  it  do  to  poor  Gertrude  Morefield, 
crying  over  the  body  of  her  dead  mother, 
to  know  that  I  in  London  stayed  away 
from  a  business  luncheon  ?  Will  they, 
will    either   of  them,   write    to    me  ?'    he 
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wondered.  '  Will  they  leave  me  to  know 
nothing  more  of  this  than  I  have  learned 
from  the  newspaper  ?'  Just  now,  of  course, 
he  could  not  expect  Miss  Morefield  to 
write  ;  but  would  Clelia  not  write  ?  Alas  ! 
there  is  much  selfishness  in  love,  be  the 
lover  as  unselfish  as  mortal  man  can  be. 
It  did  send  a  thrill  of  warm  hope  through 
Conrad's  heart — the  thought  that  Clelia 
might  at  such  a  time  as  that  make  up  her 
mind  to  write  to  him  and  tell  him  every- 
thing, and  ask  him  for  his  friendly  counsel. 
Would  they  go,  these  two  young  women, 
alone,  as  Clelia  had  once  predicted,  out  of 
the  range  of  civilization — out  into  the 
social  wilderness  ?  Should  he  henceforth 
never  more  have  sight  or  hearing  of 
them — of  either  of  them — of  her — of 
her  ?  He  could  not  think  it ;  he  would 
not  believe  it. 

*  I  shall  see  them  again,'  he  said  almost 
aloud.  *  I  shall  see  her  again/  he  whis- 
pered to  his  own  heart. 
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Then  he  pulled  himself  together,  and  he 
took  up  his  hat  and  went  forth,  determined 
to  be  to  all  appearance  just  the  man  he  was 
before  he  opened  the  startling  newspaper. 

Whatever  the  speculations  in  which  Sir 
Francis  Rose  was  just  now  engaged,  they 
certainly  would  not  have  appeared  to  be 
altogether  unsuccessful  in  this  their  early 
stage  of  progress.  The  flat  which  Sir 
Francis  Rose  occupied  was  part  of  a  house 
w^hich  stood  at  a  corner  of  the  street, 
bulging  and  asserting  itself  into  aggressive 
red-brick  prominence.  Furthermore,  when 
Jim  Conrad  came  to  the  door,  and  got  out 
of  his  cab,  he  found  a  man  in  livery  stand- 
ing on  the  steps — white  marble  steps — 
quite  outside  the  threshold,  and  not  at  all 
waiting  to  open  the  door,  who  asked  him 
if  he  was  not  Mr.  Conrad  come  to  see  Sir 
Francis  Rose.  So  Jim,  not  in  a  mood  to 
be  much  abashed  by  this  elaborate  prepara- 
tion, declared  that  his  name  w^as  Conrad, 
and   that  he  had  come  to  see  Sir  Francis 
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Rose.  Then  the  outer  man — the  man  in 
the  uniform — rang  the  bell,  and  when  the 
door  was  opened  by  the  liveried  menial, 
common  to  the  whole  building,  he  an- 
nounced that  this  was  Mr.  James  Conrad 
come  by  appointment  to  see  Sir  Francis 
Rose.  Whereupon  Jim  was  consigned  to 
another  ofScial,  who  was  charged  with  the 
business  of  escorting  him  into  the  presence 
of  Sir  Francis  Rose. 

Jim  might,  perhaps,  have  been  more 
impressed  by  all  this  arrangement  if  he  had 
not  gone  into  the  club  on  his  way,  and 
seen  the  account  of  the  death  of  Mrs. 
Morefield.  As  it  was,  he  could  hardly 
manage  to  fix  his  attention  upon  anything. 
He  was  ushered  into  the  lift,  although  the 
whole  of  the  dizzy  height  he  had  to  scale 
was  but  that  of  two  flights  of  broad, 
shallow  marble  stairs.  He  was  then  shown 
into  Sir  Francis  Rose's  study,  and  received 
a  warm  greeting  from  Sir  Francis  Rose 
himself. 
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'  I  am  glad  you  are  punctual/  Rose  said, 
glancing  at  the  little  clock  that  stood  on  the 
chimney-piece. 

'  I  think  I  am  always  punctual/  Jim 
said. 

*We  North-Country  men  are.  It  is  in 
our  blood,  I  fancy.  A  Southerner,  especially 
a  Londoner,  never  is  punctual — he  couldn't 
be,  even  if  he  tried ;  and,  of  course,  like  a 
sensible  man,  he  doesn't  try,  know^ing  full 
well  that  he  can't  do  it.  Men  should 
never  try  to  do  what  they  know  they  can't 
do ;  it  only  bores  them  and  their  fellow- 
men.      Don't  you  think  so  V 

'  Well,  I  like  to  try  to  do  things.' 

*  Ah,  yes,  because  you  can  do  them.' 

A  sweet  silvery  chime  as  of  tiny  bells 
was  heard.  It  sank  into  the  room ;  it 
tinkled  on  the  tufted  floor. 

*  That's  for  lunch,'  Sir  Francis  said.  '  I 
got  that  chime  of  tiny  silver  bells  from  one 
of  the  confiscated  convents  in  Italy.  I 
bought   them    for    a   mere   trifle.      I   hate 
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gongs  and  harsh  noises  of  any  kind. 
Come,  let  us  have  luncheon/ 

With  a  wave  of  his  hand  he  gracefully 
motioned  Conrad  towards  the  corridor, 
and  then  to  the  dining  -  room  door. 
Nothing  could  be  more  exquisite  than  the 
quiet  ornamentation  of  the  room,  and  the 
look  of  the  table,  with  its  flowers,  its 
fruits,  its  silver,  its  glass,  and  its  china. 

Jim  had  usually  a  good  appetite,  but 
to-day  could  not  greatly  enjoy  his  lunch. 

*  You  have  a  capital  cook.  Sir  Francis,' 
he  said,  for  that  very  reason. 

^  I  can't  help  wishing  now  and  then,' 
Sir  Francis  said,  with  a  tone  of  genuine 
yearning  in  his  voice,  '  that  they  would 
invent  a  new  meat  or  two  and  a  new  wine 
or  two.  Curious,  isn't  it,  that  invention 
is  limitless  in  every  other  way  except  in  the 
matter  of  food  and  drink  ?' 

*  I  find  the  old  foods  and  drinks  fairly 
good,'  said  Jim,  with  a  smile.  '  This  fillet 
steak  is  excellent,  and  that  frozen  salmon 
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seemed  to  me  a  dish  fit  for  an  emperor, 
and  I  don't  find  any  fault  with  this  v^ry 
capital  claret.' 

'  No  ?'  Sir  Francis  said,  with  something 
like  a  sigh.  '  I  fancy,  at  least  I  hope,  that 
these  things  I  off^er  to  you  to  eat  and  drink 
are  fairly  good  in  their  way.  But  why 
can't  we  have  something  newer  and  more 
original  V 

*  Why  not  rather  stick  to  the  whisky 
you're  used  to  ?'  asked  audacious  Jim, 
quoting  from  a  popular  music-hall  song. 

'  Ah  !  but  there  it  is.  I  hate  getting 
used  to  anything  ;  or  perhaps,  to  put  it 
more  frankly  and  correctly,  I  ought  to  say 
that  when  I  get  used  to  a  thing  I  begin  to 
detest  it.  I  get  to  hate  the  joints  and  the 
cutlets,  and  the  steaks  and  the  chops,  and 
the  salmon  and  the  entrees,  and  all  the 
rest.  I  am  tired  of  sherry  and  claret,  and 
Rhine  wine  and  champagne  and  port.  I 
want  some  new  sort  of  drink — new  and 
original,  don't  you  know,  in  its  very  idea. 
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Can  inventive  science  really  do  nothing,  do 
you  think?' 

*  I  am  afraid  I  haven't  turned  my  atten- 
tion resolutely  that  way,'  Jim  answered. 
*  The  fact  is,  I  don't  think  I  ever  saw  the 
wine  that  I  couldn't  drink  and  enjoy,  if  I 
were  in  the  mood  for  drinking  at  all.' 

*  And  all  sorts  of  meats — beef  and  roast 
mutton,  and  that  sort  of  thing  ;  boiled  beef 
and  carrots  ?' 

'  You  should  see  me  when  I  am  a  little 
hungry.' 

*  Again  you  are  to  be  envied,'  Sir 
Francis  said,  with  once  more  something 
like  a  sigh.  '  I  always  crave  for  something 
new.  I  have  tried  horseflesh,  of  course, 
but  there  is  nothing  really  new  in  that. 
You  get  as  much  used  to  it  in  a  week  as 
you  do  to  boiled  neck  of  mutton  or  any 
other  utterly  uninteresting  and  unpoetical 
abomination.  And,  do  you  know,  I  rather 
enjoyed  myself  during  the  siege  of  Paris. 
I  was  quite  a  young  fellow  at  the  time,  as 
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you  may  imagine,  and  I  was  with  my 
father.  He  took  it  into  his  head  to  see  the 
whole  thing  right  through,  and  I  was,  of 
course,  only  too  delighted.  It  seemed  to 
me,  as  it  would  to  most  young  men,  the 
most  charming  thing  in  the  world  to  be  a 
besieged  resident.  But  my  poor  father, 
although  he  stood  out  to  the  end  with  all 
the  pluck  of  a  Northumbrian  Rose,  was 
terribly  distressed  by  the  food — the  goats, 
and  horses,  and  dogs,  and  cats  and  rats. 
Even  then  I  quite  enjoyed  the  novelty  of 
the  sensation — the  dining  off  a  cat  and 
supping  off  a  rat,  and  wondering  what  you 
could  possibly  get  for  breakfast  and  dinner 
the  next  day.  But,  of  course,  one  w^as 
young  then,  and  as  we  get  on  in  life  we 
grow  corrupted,  and  we  only  like  dinners 
when  they  are  good.' 

Jim  suddenly  awoke  from  a  silence. 

'  I  hope  you  will  excuse  me.  Sir  Francis, 
if  I  seem  a  little  out  of  sorts  to-day.  The 
truth   is,  that  just  before   coming   here  I 
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went  into  the  club  and  took  up  a  paper, 
and  there  I  saw  a  scrap  of  news  which  very 
much  distressed  me.' 

'  My  dear  boy,  I  am  so  sorry !  Nothing 
serious  in  a  personal  way,  I  hope  ?' 

'  No,  not  in  that  sense.  The  death  of  a 
dear  friend.' 

'  Oh  !'  Sir  Francis  spoke  in  a  tone  of 
relief  '  But  who  is  dead  .?  So  much 
depends  upon  that.  Not  she^  I  fondly 
trust  ?' 

*  Alas  !  There  is  no  she,  in  that  sense,' 
Jim  replied.  '  No,  it  is  nothing  of  the 
sort.  Only  a  dear  old  lady  of  whom  I 
had  come  to  be  very  fond.' 

*  Well,  well,  old  ladies  must  die,  my 
dear  Conrad,  and  I  fancy  your  life  will  go 
on  much  the  same.  A  near  relation  of 
yours  V 

*'  Oh  no — merely  a  friend.' 

'  Ah,  yes;  well,  that's  all  right — I  mean, 
that  is  not  so  bad.  You  will  soon  get  over 
that.' 
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'  Yes,  I  dare  say ;  but  there  are  other 
lives  very  dear  to  me  that  may  not  rally 
quite  so  soon/ 

Jim  v^as  more  than  half  conscious  that, 
in  thus  giving  way  to  sentimentality  in  the 
presence  of  Sir  Francis  Rose,  he  was 
making  himself  somewhat  ridiculous.  But 
he  could  not  help  himself,  somehow.  His 
heart,  according  to  the  old  saying,  was  in 
his  mouth. 

'  Other  lives  ?  Oh  yes,  was  it  her 
mother  ?' 

'  My  dear  Sir  Francis,  as  I  have  said 
already,  there  isn't  any  her  or  she,  or  how- 
ever you  like  to  put  it.  But  this  dear  old 
lady — and  she  wasn't  very  old,  either — 
who  has  just  died  was  the  mother  of  a 
great  friend  of  mine,  and  the  friend  of 
another.' 

There  was  a  moment's  pause.  Then 
Rose  spoke  in  his  low,  clear  voice  : 

'  I  think  you  are  to  be  envied,  Conrad — 
to  be  envied,  on  the  whole.      I   do  indeed. 

VOL.  II.  20 


82  THE  RIDDLE  RING 

I  have  been  turning  it  over  in  my  mind  for 
this  last  minute  or  two,  and  I  have  come  to 
the  conclusion  that  you  are  really  a  man  to 
be  envied/ 

'  I  hadn't  thought  it/  Conrad  said, 
rather  depressedly.  '  It  had  not  quite 
occurred  to  me.  Would  you  mind  telling 
me  how  and  why  I  am  a  man  to  be 
envied  ?' 

'  Well,  if  you  ask  me,  this  is  my  idea. 
The  ordinary  man  is  wholly  wrapped  up 
in  himself.  Nothing  matters  to  him  that 
does  not  concern  himself.  The  misery  of 
a  whole  continent  is  of  no  concern  to  him, 
if  it  does  not  happen  to  touch  any  interest 
of  his  own.     You  see  ?' 

'  I  don't  know  that  I  do  see.  I  don't 
believe  that  it  is  so.' 

*  You  are  still  so  young,'  Sir  Francis 
said,  with  his  very  sweetest  smile. 

'  Still,  I  don't  quite  see  what  your  point 
is.' 

'  My  dear  boy,  I  am  making  no  point. 
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I  am  only  telling  you  that  you  are  very 
much  to  be  envied,  so  long  as  you  can 
feel  troubled  about  the  concerns  of  other 
people.' 

*  Yes,  but  that  is  what  I  don't  see/  Jim 
said,  almost  sharply.  '  I  fancy  most  people 
are  sorry  for  the  troubles  of  their  neigh- 
bours. But  suppose  they  are  not  generally, 
why  should  a  man  be  enviable  who  is  ?  Is 
it  not  merely  adding  the  troubles  of  others 
to  his  own  ?' 

*  My  dear  boy,  not  at  all.  Don't  you 
see  that  all  through  life — well,  of  course, 
you  have  not  got  very  far  through  life — all 
one's  own  affairs  are  more  or  less  bound  to 
go  wrong  .?  The  more  you  succeed,  the 
more  you  want  to  succeed.  The  higher 
you  climb,  the  higher  you  pitch  your 
standard  of  climbing.  The  more  sensa- 
tions you  gratify,  the  more  you  want  to 
gratify.  Every  blockhead  of  us  is  in  his 
little  way  an  Alexander,  and  the  more 
worlds  he  conquers  the  more  he  wants  to 
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conquer.  Now  you  see  what  I  mean, 
don't  you  ?' 

'  No,  I  can't  say  that  I  do  any  clearer 
than  before,'  Jim  somewhat  doggedly 
replied. 

'  Not  really  ?  Well,  I'll  explain.  My 
idea  is  that  a  man's  heart  and  soul — or 
what  we  have  agreed  to  call  heart  and  soul 
— are  as  a  common  matter  of  fact  bound 
up  with  his  own  affairs.  Very  well,  then, 
I  take  it  to  be  a  common  matter  of  fact 
also  that  a  man's  affairs  almost  invariably  go 
wrong  with  him.' 

*  Oh,  come  now  !'  Jim  protested. 

'  Yes,  they  do  ;  yes,  they  do.  You  see, 
as  I  said  before,  the  more  success  a  man 
has,  the  more  he  wants  to  succeed,  and 
what  does  that  mean  ?  Why,  what  can  it 
mean  but  failure?  You  make  three  millions 
— you  want  to  make  five  millions — you 
don't  make  five  millions :  what  is  that  but 
failure  ?' 

*  Still,  you  have  the  three  millions.' 
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'  I  know  ;  but  you  wanted  the  five,  and 
you  have  failed,  and  there  you  are,  the 
possessor  of  three  milHons,  eating  your 
heart  out  because  you  are  not  the  possessor 
of  five  !  Now,  I  have  put  this  allegory  of 
millions  to  you  as  the  most  practical  and 
intelligible  way  in  which  I  could  express 
my  ideas,  but  I  may  say  that  I  do  not 
myself  so  much  care  about  the  millions 
themselves.  I  have  tried  for  money, 
gambled  for  money,  won  money,  lost 
money,  made  vast  sums,  spent  vast  sums, 
but  I  have  not  cared  very  much  for  money 
as  money  all  the  time/ 

'  No  ?  Then,  what  did  you  care  for  ?* 
Jim  asked,  with  a  somewhat  languishing 
interest.  His  heart  was  in  the  coffin  there 
— not  of  Caesar,  but  of  poor,  kind,  sweet 
Mrs.  Morefield,  and  he  must  have  paused 
till  it  came  back  to  him. 

'  I  cared  for  new  sensation,  my  dear 
Conrad.  I  think  nothing  in  life  is  real 
but  sensation.      I  want  to   feel  my   blood 
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dance  racily  through  my  veins.  I  don't 
— honestly,  I  don't — see  anything  else  in 
life  but  that.  Well,  I  haven't  asked  you 
here  to  tell  you  all  about  myself,  and  my 
cravings  after  new  sensations.  My  dear 
boy,  I  beg  your  pardon.' 

'  No,  no,  don't  beg  my  pardon,'  Conrad 
said.  *It  was  I  who  began  the  whole  talk. 
And  I  was  interested  ever  so  much  in 
what  you  were  saying.  But  what  I  don't 
understand,  and  what  you  haven't  quite 
explained,  is  why  it  should  be  an  enviable 
thing  for  me  that  I  should  feel  the  troubles 
of  other  people  added  on  to  my  own.' 

'  No  ?     Don't  you  see  ?' 

'  Not  a  blink.' 

'  Well,  well !  How  very  odd  !  And  you 
are  a  poetic  and  imaginative  sort  of  young 
fellow  !  Don't  you  see  that  if  a  man's 
own  affairs  are  bound  always  to  go  wrong 
— at  least,  to  go  comparatively  wrong — it 
must  be  a  great  relief  to  him  if  he  can 
have  his  attention  drawn  away  for  ever  so 
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little  to  the  troubles  of  other  people  ? 
That  is  the  reason  why  I  often  envy  the 
men  who,  like  you,  are  so  much  more 
sympathetic  and  philanthropic,  and  all  the 
rest  of  it,  than  I  am  myself  The  troubles 
of  others  are  some  distraction  to  you.  I 
am  very  much  afraid  that  they  are  none  at 
all  to  me.' 

'  I  am  afraid,'  said  Conrad  somewhat 
wearily,  *  it  is  of  no  use  arguing  the  matter 
over ;  and,  anyhow,  I  am  sorry  I  bothered 
you  for  a  moment  with  my  troubles, 
although  I  don't  believe  one  little  bit  that 
you  are  nearly  as  indifferent  to  the  troubles 
of  others  as  you  make  yourself  out  to 
be ' 

'  Oh,  well,  if  it  came  to  helping 
people,  and  giving  them  a  lift  and  all  that, 
I  don't  think  I  should  be  altogether 
wanting/ 

'  No ;  I  am  sure  you  would  not.' 

'  But  even  then,  do  you  know,  I  think 
it  would  be  in  great  measure  the  virtue  of 


88  THE  RIDDLE  RING 

the  new   sensation — or   perhaps  the  relief 
of  getting  rid  of  them.' 

'  Let  it  be  what  it  will/  Jim  said  some- 
what more  cheerily  than  before,  *  so  long 
as  the  helping  hand  is  given.  But  there, 
I  don't  want  to  worry  you  with  my 
personal  or  my  indirect  troubles  any  more. 
Indeed,  I  should  never  have  said  a  word 
about  them,  but  that  I  was  afraid  you 
might  think  I  was  down  in  the  mouth — 
perhaps  about  something  which  I  could 
not  put  into  outspoken  words.  But,  of 
course,  I  could  not  expect  you  to  enter  into 
my  troubles.  I  don't  suppose  you  ever 
heard  of  the  people  whom  the  troubles 
have  hit  most  nearly,  and  because  of 
whom  the  troubles  are  a  concern  to  me.' 

*  Exactly — there  it  is,'  Sir  Francis  Rose 
remarked  in  the  tone  of  one  who  thinks 
that  the  whole  question  may  now  fairly  be 
allowed  to  drop.  *  When  one  does  not 
know  people  personally,  it  is  very  hard  to 
feel  any  interest  in  their  troubles  or  their 


*THAT  LADY  IS  NOT  NOW  LIVING'   89 

joys.  You  walk  down  to  your  club,  and 
you  see  the  bills  of  the  evening  papers,  and 
you  read  in  big  letters  :  "  Great  Cyclone 
on  the  Malabar  Coast — Loss  of  Five 
Thousand  Lives";  '*  Hurricane  in  Mada- 
gascar— One  Thousand  Inhabitants  Home- 
less " — and  who  cares  about  all  that  ?  If 
one  had  ever  seen  or  known  any  one  of  the 
fellows,  he  might,  perhaps,  care — although, 
to  speak  the  honest  truth,  I  don't  think 
the  knowledge  would  do  more  than  to 
give  him  a  keener  interest  in  the  event, 
and  therefore — in  the  frank,  true  sense — 
to  make  him  the  more  glad  that  it  had 
happened.     Do  you  follow  me  ?' 

Jim  shook  his  head.  No  ;  he  had  not 
been  quite  following  him,  in  the  sense  of 
agreeing  with  him.  But  he  had  been 
listening  to  him  with  a  certain  awed 
curiosity.  He  felt  that  there  was  much 
ghastly  truthfulness  in  what  Sir  Francis 
Rose  was  saying,  and  the  admission  that 
there  was  so  much  horrible  inevitable  truth 
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mixed  up  with  it  only  made  it  grate  upon 
his  nerves  all  the  more. 

'  These  friends  of  yours — friends  of  the 
dead  lady,  I  mean,  whose  troubles  you 
make  your  troubles — were  they  men  or 
women  ?' 

'  Women,'  said  Conrad — '  two  young 
women  ;  one  the  daughter  I  spoke  of — or 
did  I  ? — another  her  close  friend/ 

'  Yes.  Well,  I  dare  say  I  never  heard 
the  name  of  either  of  them.' 

^  I  don't  suppose  you  ever  did.' 

'  Then,  don't  you  see  how  hard  it  would 
be  for  me  to  be  sorry  for  them  ?  By  any  ex- 
treme of  possibility  I  could  only  be  sorry  for 
them  because  you  were  sorry  for  them;  and 
on  that  principle  our  good  friend  Waley 
ought  to  be  sorry  for  them  because  I  was 
sorry  for  your  being  sorry  for  them,  and  our 
silent  friend  in  Paris,  Marmaduke  Coffin, 
ought  to  be  sorry  for  them  because  Waley 
was  sorry  for  my  being  sorry  for  your  being 
sorry  for  their  being  sorry.     And  so  it  goes 
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on,  like  the  ripple  on  the  beach  that  is 
tossed  off  at  Liverpool  and  goes  on  to  New 
York,  or  breaks  at  San  Francisco,  and 
melts  on  the  shore  of  one  of  the  Sandwich 
Islands.  My  dear  boy,  that  is  not  the 
sort  of  sensation  which,  according  to  my 
idea  of  things,  makes  life  worth  living.' 

'  All  right ;  let  it  pass,'  Conrad  said, 
with  a  certain  feeling  of  self-reproach 
because  he  had  inadvertently  started  the 
subject  sacred  to  him,  not  knowing 
whither  it  was  to  lead,  or,  indeed,  that  it 
was  to  lead  to  anything.  *  You  were  talk- 
ing of  some  scheme  you  wished,  or,  I 
should  say,  were  good  enough  to  tell  me 
of: 

'  Yes,  yes.  Let  us  leave  speculation,  and 
go  to  business.' 


CHAPTER  XV. 

*  WILL    YOU    STAND    IN    WITH    US  ?' 

So  they  went  back  into  Sir  Francis  Rose's 
study,  and  they  settled  down  to  talk  about 
work.  'Leave  speculation,  and  go  to  busi- 
ness,' were  the  words  of  Rose  when  they 
got  up  to  quit  the  dining-room.  But  the 
business  seemed  to  Jim  Conrad  to  be 
speculation  of  the  most  daring  kind.  Rose 
expounded  his  plans  in  his  sweet,  thrilling, 
musical  voice,  and  Conrad  could  not  con- 
ceal from  himself  that  it  carried  a  witchery 
along  with  it.  Jim  could  not  help  think- 
ing that  if  the  owner  of  such  a  voice  cared 
to  fascinate  women  there  were  but  few 
women  whom  he  might  not  fascinate. 
Nor  could  he  keep  down  a  sudden  strange 
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unmeaning  wish  that  no  woman  he  cared 
for,  or  might  ever  care  for,  should  come 
within  the  spell  of  that  voice. 

But  the  plans — the  business  ?  Well,  it 
was  very  much  as  Mr.  Waley  had  de- 
scribed it,  only  that  his  was  the  merest 
sketch,  and  Sir  Francis  Rose  filled  in  all 
the  details  and  gave  the  thing  life.  The 
plan  was  a  plan  of  discovery — a  roving 
commission  all  over  the  world  to  find  new 
fields  and  works  for  the  capitalist.  Sir 
Francis  in  his  enterprise  went  in  for  any- 
thing. He  recognised  that  the  civilized 
nations  had  wakened  up  again  to  all  the 
old  enthusiasm  for  exploring  and  adven- 
ture. The  passion  for  new  fields  of  enter- 
prise and  of  gain  had  sprung  up  in  the 
hearts  of  peoples  who  heretofore  had  felt 
no  touch  of  such  a  fever.  It  had  always 
burned  more  or  less  steadily,  more  or  less 
fitfully,  in  the  hearts  of  Englishmen  and 
of  Dutchmen.  But  now  there  was  France 
— there  was  Italy — there  was   Germany — 
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there  were  the  United  States — although, 
of  course,  the  United  States  thus  far  had 
in  general  found  ample  scope  and  room  in 
their  own  vast  and  varied  domains.  But 
the  capitalist  of  the  United  States  was 
quite  willing  to  venture  beyond  his  own 
borders  when  there  was  any  chance  of  a 
way  to  make  money.  In  old  days,  when 
a  discoverer  found  out  a  new  promise  of 
wealth  in  some  far-off  region,  he  annexed 
it  for  his  king  or  he  sold  to  his  king. 
Now  the  plan,  as  Sir  Francis  Rose  pointed 
out  in  eloquent  and  glowing  words,  was  to 
sell  the  discovery  to  a  capitalist  or  to  a  syn- 
dicate of  capitalists,  and  let  the  capitalists 
annex  it  or  exhaust  it  for  themselves. 

Sir  Francis  did  not  himself  take  much 
interest  in  the  forming  of  companies.  He 
preferred  to  allow  other  men  to  form  the 
companies  and  take  the  responsibilities. 
He  stipulated,  of  course,  for  a  certain  pro- 
portion of  shares  to  begin  with,  and  at  the 
first  profitable  moment  he  sold  the  shares. 
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got  the  money,  and  was  free  of  the  com- 
pany's responsibilities.  He  became  almost 
rapturous  as  he  described  the  triumph 
of  finding  some  new  source  of  wealth  for 
others,  and  of  making  some  wealth  out  of 
it  himself.  Sir  Francis  dwelt  especially 
on  the  safety  of  the  enterprises.  Jim  felt 
a  little  puzzled.  It  seemed  to  him  that 
the  safety  of  an  enterprise  was  not  exactly 
the  one  element  in  the  situation  which, 
according  to  his  judgment,  would  be 
most  likely  to  captivate  Sir  Francis.  He 
even  went  so  far  as  to  hint  somethiiig  of 
this. 

'  For  me  V  Sir  Francis  said  svv^eetly. 
*  No,  I  must  confess  that  for  myself  the 
dash  of  risk  is  pleasant  in  most  cases. 
Who  would  care  for  the  hunting-field  if 
there  were  really  no  danger  there  ?  But  I 
should  be  very  sorry  to  draw  any  of  my 
friends  into  dangerous  situations.  My 
friends  may  not  care  for  new  sensations 
quite  as  much  as  I  do.' 
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*  Tell  me.  Sir  Francis/  Jim  said,  *  two 
things.' 

'Will  tell  you  anything,  my  dear 
Conrad.' 

*  First,  why  did  you  think  of  asking 
me  to  take  part  in  any  of  your  enter- 
prises ;  and  next,  what  do  you  want  me 
to  do  ?' 

'  I  have  the  greatest  pleasure  in  answer- 
ing both  your  questions.  Why  did  I  ask 
you  to  join  me  in  some  of  my  enterprises  } 
Really  and  truly,  because  Waley  put  the 
idea  into  my  head.' 

'  But  what  did  Waley  know  about  me  V 
'  Waley  took  a  liking  to  you — instinc- 
tively, I  think — perhaps  as  you  are  both, 
like  myself,  men  from  the  North-Country. 
He  told  me  you  were  just  the  man  he 
wanted — clever,  bold,  energetic,  a  North- 
Country  man,  and  a  man  in  trouble  of  some 
sort  who  would  be  glad  to  get  into  a  new 
field  of  life.  Do  you  know  that  Waley  is 
my  brains-carrier  ?' 
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*  I  did  not  know ;  I  should  never  have 
guessed  it/ 

'  Yes,  but  he  is/  Rose  declared  earnestly. 
*  I  only  amuse  myself  and  kill  time,  and 
all  that,  but  Waley  is  in  deep  earnest  about 
everything.  Waley  has  all  the  gift  of  the 
divining-rod.  I  verily  believe  that  if  there 
were  some  new  metal,  or  some  new  dia- 
mond, or  some  new  force  in  industrial 
science  to  be  found  in  Crim  Tartary  or  the 
untrodden  regions  of  Central  Australia, 
Waley  would  have  a  vision  in  the  night 
which  would  guide  him  to  the  very  source 
of  the  discovery.  Don't  you  make  any 
mistake  about  it,  my  dear  Conrad,  Waley 
is  the  inspiration  of  all  this  work  which  I 
have  taken  up,  and  I  am  at  best  the  orna- 
mental expounder.' 

*  He  does  not  seem  to  be  very  rich — Mr. 
Waley.' 

*  No/  and  Sir  Francis  looked  a  little 
dashed ;  *  no,  I  admit  that.  We  have  not 
had  quite  time  yet  to  amass  a  really  con- 
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siderable  fortune.  But  that,  I  can  tell 
you,  is  no  fault  of  Waley's  ;  it  is  rather  a 
fault  of  mine — and  of  Fate.  He  would 
stick  to  a  thing  until  it  was  fairly  ex- 
hausted. I  can't ;  that  is  not  my  way.  I 
want  something  new.  The  moment  we 
are  well  on  with  one  thing  I  am  inclined 
to  say,  "  Now  then — next."  That,  I  sup- 
pose, is  not  exactly  the  way  of  permanent 
success.' 

*  No,  it  certainly  does  not  seem  like  it  to 
the  unpractised  mind.* 

*  But  that  is  not  Waley's  fault.  His 
one  great  fault  is  that  he  is  too  much 
devoted  to  me.  I  feel  it  often ;  I  have 
told  him  so  often.  The  worst  of  it  is^ 
the  more  frankly  I  tell  him  of  it,  the 
more  and  more  he  becomes  devoted  to 
me.' 

Yes,  Jim  thought  he  could  understand. 
The  more  the  chief  preached  against  too 
much  devotion,  the  more  the  devotion 
became  too  much.    Jim  had  for  some  time 
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been  forming  a  high  opinion  of  the  gallant 
soul  of  Mr.  Waley. 

*  Then  the  second  question/  Conrad  re- 
minded Rose.  '  What  do  you  want  me  to 
do?' 

*  Oh,  to  be  sure — yes,  I  was  forgetting. 
Well,  we  want  you  to  go  out  prospecting 
somewhere — anywhere,  but  to  some  new 
place.  Waley  will  find  out  the  place  and 
start  you  on  your  mission.  Of  course,  it  is 
not  to  be  a  mission  in  our  name ;  it  is  all 
your  own  chance  or  your  own  adventure, 
you  see.  But  you  will  stand  in  with  us. 
It  must  be  some  new  place.  Not  South 
Africa,  and  not  the  familiar  parts  of  South 
America.  All  these  are  rather  played  out, 
we  think.  And  not  diamonds  ;  and  cer- 
tainly not  rubies.  We  want  to  hit  on 
something  quite  new.' 

'  But  how  on  earth  am  I  to  find  some- 
thing quite  new  in  some  spot  of  the  world 
quite  new  to  me  ?' 

'  Leave  all  that  to  W^aley.     He  will  put 
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you  up  to  everything  ;  he  will  look  after 
your  outfit  and  all  that ;  he  will  give  you 
inspiration.  If  you  can  get  into  a  row 
with  the  natives  of  whatever  the  place  is, 
all  the  better.  The  papers  will  then  take 
the  business  up  and  boom  it.' 

'  But  suppose  I  were  to  get  killed  ?'  Jim 
asked,  with  a  smile. 

Sir  Francis  Rose  looked  up  at  him  with 
quick  and  earnest  eyes. 

^  My  dear  Conrad,'  he  said  emphatically 
— and  his  voice  thrilled  musically  into 
Conrad's  ear — *  I  hope  Waley  has  not  for 
once  made  a  mistake.  He  told  me  he  was 
convinced,  from  what  he  had  observed — 
and  he  is  a  very  keen  observer — that  you 
were  a  young  man  who  did  not  care  three 
straws  about  life — I  mean,  for  the  mere 
sake  of  living.' 

Was  there  ever  a  young  man  who  would 
not  be  touched  and  roused  by  such  a  way 
of  putting  the  matter  .? 

Jim  Conrad,  a  sensible  fellow  enough  in 
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ordinarj^  affairs,  saw  himself  at  once  as  the 
hero  of  some  ruined  romance — as  a  man 
who  cared  nothing  for  life,  and  only  courted 
the  uttermost  danger  that  might  come  in 
his  path.  His  late  disappointment  in  love 
— his  great  disappointment — blended  natur- 
ally in  with  that  thought,  and  he  became 
in  the  moment  the  man  to  lead  a  forlorn 
hope — any  forlorn  hope.  In  youth  no 
quality  seems  so  fascinating,  so  honourable, 
so  romantic,  so  heroic,  as  a  readiness  to 
throw  one's  life  away. 

*  Yes,  I  care  little  for  life,'  Jim  said,  *  if 
I  can't  have,  or  as  I  can't  have,  the  things 
I  set  my  heart  on.  Waley  was  right 
enough  there.' 

*  I  was  sure  Waley  would  be  right,  and 
I  am  quite  in  sympathy  with  you,  my  dear 
Conrad.  Life  is  a  poor  thing  enough,  even 
at  the  best ;  and  at  anything  short  of  the 
best  it  is  not  worth  having  at  all.  I  have 
always  acted  on  that  principle,  and  I  find 
it  saves  one  a  vast  amount  of  anxiety  and 
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of  trouble  and  of  terror.  Well,  then, 
we'll  talk  to  Waley  more  definitely  about 
all  this,  and  hear  what  new  ideas  he 
has  to  give.  You  are  with  us,  I  take 
it?' 

*  Well,'  Jim  answered  good-humouredly, 
'  the  basis  of  negotiations  is  found,  as  the 
diplomatists  say.' 

'  Yes,  yes  ;  I  quite  understand.  I  was  a 
diplomatist  myself  for  a  short  time.  Did 
you  know  ?' 

'  Yes,  I  had  heard.' 

'  Of  course  you  have  heard.  I  was 
turned  out  of  the  service — at  least,  I  was 
requested  to  find  some  other  field  for  my 
talents.  I  couldn't  help  taking  part  in  a 
revolution  in  Mexico — I  thought  the 
chance  of  a  new  sensation  was  far  too 
good  to  be  lost — and  they  didn't  like  my 
conduct  at  the  Foreign  Office ;  the  men  of 
routine  and  red  tape  could  not  stand  it, 
and  there  was  nothing  for  it.  I  had  to  go. 
I   am   very  glad  now  that   I   had   to   go. 
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Diplomacy  is  the  most  stupid  work, 
unless  when  occasionally  tempered  by 
revolution.  Well,  well,  excuse  me  for 
bringing  in  all  this  talk  about  myself. 
We  shall  see  Waley  to-morrow,  and  he 
will  tell  us  exactly  what  he  wants  to 
have  done,  and  where  and  how  it  is  to 
be  done.' 

'  One  question  here,  Sir  Francis,  before 

I  go.' 

*  As  many  questions  as  you  like,  my  dear 
Conrad.' 

'  Only  one.  What  part  does  our  silent 
friend,  Marmaduke  Coffin,  play  in  all  this 
business  ?' 

Sir  Francis  smiled. 

*  A  very  useful  but  a  very  humble  part. 
Coffin  is  our  general  finder- out — not 
chucker-out ;  don't  confound  two  quite 
different  functions — our  general  finder- 
out.' 

*  I  am  afraid  I  don't  quite  under- 
stand.' 
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'  Why,  don't  you  see  ?  If  you  want 
anything  found  out,  Coffin  is  the  man  to 
find  it  out  for  you.  He  has  the  instinct 
of  a  sleuth-hound  himself  for  running  in 
the  trail  of  a  scent.  Nobody  knows  or 
cares  about  him,  and  he  tries  to  know  all 
about  everybody.  I  don't  believe  there  is 
anything  he  couldn't  find  out  if  only  you 
gave  him  a  little  time.  He  is  to  be  trusted 
absolutely.  I  think  he  is  bound  to  me 
partly,  as  Waley  is,  because  we  are  all 
North-Country  men.' 

*  He  doesn't  seem  to  make  much  money 
out  of  the  business,'  Jim  could  not  help 
remarking. 

*  No  ;  he  has  not  made  much  money 
yet,  but  he  is  in  hopes  of  getting  some- 
thing out  of  the  business  some  time.  He 
has  an  ambition  in  life.* 

*  Yes,  and  that  is  V 

*  Don't  know,  I'm  sure  ;  perhaps  to 
settle  some  son  or  daughter  in  life.* 

*  He  has  a  son  or  a  daughter.?* 
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*  My  dear  fellow,  I  don't  know — never 
asked.  We  don't  ask  questions  of  each 
other/ 

'  Has  he  a  wife  ?' 

*  In  a  manner,  yes ;  that  I  do  know — he 
told  me.  She  lives  here  in  London.  She 
was  a  bad  lot,  I  believe,  and  led  him  a 
devil  of  a  life,  and  he  went  away  and 
settled  in  Paris.  I  hope  to  do  something 
for  him  some  day.  In  the  meantime,  I 
could  trust  him  with  my  life ;  and  do  you 
know,  Conrad,  I  am  quite  sure  he  would 
kill  a  man  without  asking  a  question  if  I 
wanted  a  man  killed  and  were  to  tell  him 
to  do  it  r 

'  He  seemed  to  me  a  man  of  extra- 
ordinary self-control  and  determination,' 
Conrad  said ;  *  but  I  hope  his  energy  will 
never  be  taxed  in  that  particular  sort  of 
way.' 

*  Oh,  no,  no!  what  nonsense — what 
nonsense  !'  Sir  Francis  said  with  a  musical 
laugh.     '  We    have    nothing    to    do    with 
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killing.  It  is  not  in  our  line  one  little  bit. 
Mine  was  only  a  hasty  illustration.  We 
are  for  making,  and  not  marring  ;  we  want 
to  make  our  own  fortunes,  and  are  not 
unwilling  to  that  end  to  help  other  people 
to  make  their  fortunes  too.  I  think  we 
make  a  capital  triumvirate — Waley,  Coffin 
and  I.  Waley  is  the  inspiration  ;  I  am  the 
working  manager.  Coffin  presides  over 
the  intelligence  department.' 

*  How  did  you  all  come  together  ?' 

*  Well,  you  see,  to  begin  with,  we  were 
all  young  together,  on  my  good  old  grand- 
father's estate.  And  then  there  is  some- 
thing which  draws  men  together  however 
different  they  may  be  in  fortune  and  posi- 
tion and  inclinations,  and  all  the  rest  of  it, 
and  makes  them  comrades  whether  they 
will  or  no.  Don't  you  think  there  is 
something  in  that  ?' 

'  Yes,  indeed,  I  am  sure  there  is — a 
great  deal  in  that  more  than  we  can  yet 
understand.' 
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*  I  am  sure  of  it/  Sir  Francis  Rose  said, 
with  an  air  of  composed  conviction.  *  I 
dare  say  Science  will  tell  us  something 
some  day — when  Science  condescends  to 
concern  herself  a  little  more  with  human 
beings  and  a  little  less  with  dogma — about 
that  curious,  unexplained,  but  very  certain 
attraction  of  some  men  towards  some  other 
men.' 

Perhaps  in  his  secret  mind  Conrad  was 
just  then  inclined  rather  to  study  the 
curious,  unexplained,  but  perfectly  certain 
attraction  of  some  particular  man  to  some 
particular  woman,  and  some  particular 
woman  to  some  particular  man.  But  he 
accepted  in  good  faith  the  theory  of  Sir 
Francis  Rose,  and  was  willing  to  wait 
until  Science  should  work  it  all  out  and 
make  its  springs  quite  clear. 

*  Well,  that  is  how  we  have  drifted 
together,  we  three,'  Sir  Francis  said,  as  if 
the  whole  thing  was  thereby  quite  settled 
and    done    with.     *  Of  course,    there    are 
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many  more  hands  to  the  work,  but  we 
three  hold  the  strings  of  the  management 
in  our  grip.  I  suppose  the  same  law  of 
attraction  led  Waley  to  you,  and  me  to  you 
through  Waley.  Anyhow,  I  feel  as  if  I 
had  known  you  all  my  life,  and  I  should 
without  a  moment's  hesitation  trust  my  life 
to  you.' 

Jim  was  touched. 

'  You  might — it  would  be  safe,'  he  said 
quietly. 

*  Of  course,  I  know  it.  By  the  way, 
talking  of  secrets,  I  should  say  that  Waley 
and  Coffin  and  myself  are  bound  together 
by  a  common  misfortune  from  which  you 
as  yet  are  wholly  exempt ;  and  will  be,  I 
trust,  for  all  your  life,  although  I  only 
piously  trust  it.' 

*  Yes ;  what  is  that  ?  Do,  please,  give 
me  warning  in  time.' 

*  Not  the  least  use,  my  dear  Conrad,  in 
giving  you  or  any  other  man  a  warning  as 
to   that  particular    rock   ahead.     If  he   is 
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going  to  run  upon  it,  he  will  run  upon  it, 
cry  out  who  may/ 

*  But  what  is  it?' 

*  Can't  you  guess  ?  Ah,  well,  you  are 
very  young.  We  all  made  a  sad  mistake ; 
we  each  married  the  wrong  woman.' 

Conrad  could  hardly  help  laughing  at 
this  blunt  declaration,  given  out  as  it  was  in 
a  tone  of  absolute  resignation.  He  tried 
to  be  very  grave  as  he  said : 

*  I  am  sorry  to  hear  that.' 

'  Yes,  I  knew  you  would  be.  It  fell  out 
in  different  ways.  I  married  a  w^oman  who 
was  much  too  good  for  me,  and  she  bored 
me  to  death,  and  I  couldn't  stand  her. 
Waley  married  a  woman  who  was  not  half 
good  enough  for  him,  and  she  bored  him, 
and  she  could  not  stand  him.  Coffin 
married  a  woman  who  was  not  good 
enough  for  anyone,  and  he  began  to  make 
up  his  mind  that  if  he  were  to  stay  too 
long  with  her  he  would  certainly  lose  his 
head  some  day  and  kill  her — and  so,  as  I 
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told  you,  he  took  his  flight,  and  he  settled 
in  Paris.  But  he  would  come  over  here  if 
ever  we  wanted  him,  at  any  risk — even  at 
the  risk  of  meeting  his  wife/ 

*  And  having  to  kill  her  ?'  Conrad  asked. 

*  Oh  no ;  not  the  slightest  necessity  for 
that  now.  He  does  not  live  with  her  any 
more,  and  he  has  his  life  all  to  himself.' 

*  It  seems  a  sad  story,'  Jim  said. 

*  Coffin's  ?  Yes,  oh  yes  !  But  don't  you 
think  they  all  are  sad  stories  ?' 

*  I  suppose  so,'  Jim  said  doubtfully, 
thinking  to  himself  a  wife  too  good  for  a 
man  was  a  burden  that  any  man  might  be 
willing  to  endure. 

'  Well,  anyhow,  that  is  not  to  our 
present  purpose,  and  I  don't  quite  know 
why  I  gave  you  all  these  private  histories. 
I  suppose  because  of  that  mysterious  law  of 
attraction  about  which  we  have  just  been 
talking.  So  be  it.  The  immediate  ques- 
tion is,  are  you  inclined  to  stand  in  with  us  ?' 

'  I  am  inclined — yes.    But  before  giving 
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a  definite  answer,  I  should  first  like  to 
have  a  talk  with  Waley  and  find  out 
exactly  what  he  wants  me  to  do.  Until  I 
know  that,  I  could  hardly  give  you  an 
answer.  Sir  Francis.  I  know  my  own 
capacity  pretty  well,  and  Waley  does  not. 
I  know  what  I  should  be  able  to  do.  If 
he  wanted  a  hair  of  the  Soldan's  beard  or  a 
blast  of  Oberon's  horn,  I  am  sure  I  could 
not  get  either  for  him.' 

*  No,  and  I  am  afraid  Waley  would  not 
care  much  about  them  even  if  you  did. 
Very  well,  you  shall  see  Waley  to-morrow  ; 
I  shall  wdre  to  him  to  call  on  you — and 
will  you  see  me  the  day  after — here  ?' 

'  Yes,  certainly.  At  what  hour  ?' 
'  Oh,  let  me  see — come  to  luncheon  if 
you  don't  mind.  We  both  must  have 
luncheon  somewhere,  and  it  saves  time  to 
have  it  together  and  talk  over  matters  of 
business.' 

*  So  it  does.  I  shall  come.  Have  you 
business  offices  in  the  City  ?' 
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'  My  dear  Conrad/  Sir  Francis  ex- 
claimed, in  a  tone  of  some  astonishment, 
'  nothing  of  the  kind  !  We  are  not  a 
limited  company,  or  a  company  of  any 
kind.  We  are  a  comradeship  of  enter- 
prising gentlemen,  who  desire  to  develop 
wherever  they  can  the  world's  resources, 
of  any  kind  and  in  every  direction,  and  to 
make  money  for  ourselves  out  of  the  fruits 
of  our  genius — shall  I  call  it? — and  our 
energy.  That's  quite  a  different  sort  of 
thing,  can't  you  see,  Conrad,  from  a  com- 
pany with  a  board  of  directors,  and  prefer- 
ence shares,  and  meetings  of  shareholders, 
and  hostile  resolutions,  and  all  that  incon- 
venient bother.' 

'Yes,  I  see  that  it  is  different,  and  I 
suppose  I  shall  come  to  understand  not 
only  the  difference,  but  the  reasons  for  the 
difference,  in  good  time.' 

*  Of  course  you  shall.  You  shall  under- 
stand all  about  it.' 

'  Well,    meantime,    I     think    we    quite 
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understand  each  other,  Sir  Francis/  Jim 
said  warmly,  for  he  was  a  httle  touched  at 
the  outspoken  candour  which  had  taken 
him  so  far  into  an  unsought  confidence. 
'  ril  talk  over  matters  with  Waley  to- 
morrow, and  I  shall  be  with  you  here  the 
day  after.' 

'  Thanks,  ever  so  much.  That  is  all 
that  I  could  possibly  expect.  Good-bye, 
my  dear  fellow.' 

'  Good-bye.' 

So  they  shook  hands  and  parted.  Jim 
Conrad  went  down  the  staircase — he  did 
not  trouble  about  the  lift — with  a  mind 
which  wonder  and  puzzlement  had  filled. 
What  did  Sir  Francis  Rose  and  Waley 
want  of  him  in  this  curious  companion- 
ship ?  What  was  the  companionship  ? 
Was  it  a  reality  at  all  ?  Had  it  any  form 
and  purpose  and  system  ?  It  was  clear 
that  he  had  not  to  do  with  three  maniacs. 
Rose  seemed  alive  with  cleverness  and 
vivacity    and     shrewdness,    and,    besides, 
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Rose  was  now  a  man  of  fortune,  and  was 
under  no  necessity  for  mixing  himself  up 
in  wild  speculations.  Mr.  Waley  seemed 
the  very  embodiment  of  health  and  manly 
strength  and  water-tight  sanity.  The 
soundness  or  the  madness  of  Marma- 
duke  Coffin  would  not  have  been  of  much 
account  in  any  case.  Rose  had  clearly 
defined  Coffin's  business  in  the  comrade- 
ship as  that  of  the  finder-out,  and  a  man 
with  only  half  his  senses  about  him  might 
be  a  perfect  genius  at  the  work  of  finding 
out. 

The  whole  thing  seemed  to  Jim  at- 
tractive, romantic,  highly  fascinating.  It 
flattered  his  youthful  self-esteem  to  have 
been  taken  into  such  full  confidence,  and  to 
have  been  treated  as  a  young  man  who  was 
not  afraid  to  go  into  danger,  and  might  be 
trusted  to  make  his  way  out  of  it.  Un- 
doubtedly there  was  an  indescribable 
attraction  for  him  in  the  voice  and  the 
manners    and     the    winning,     confidential 
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ways  of  Sir  Francis  Rose,  and  yet  there 
seemed  something  subtle  and  dangerous  in 
them,  too.  He  put  all  further  thought 
away,  and  determined  to  wait  for  a  de- 
cision until  he  should  have  talked  with 
Waley. 


CHAPTER  XVI. 

A    LETTER    AND    A    MEETING. 

Conrad  had  a  long  talk  with  Waley  the 
next  day,  and  the  result  was  that  he  deter- 
mined to  stand  in,  as  Rose  had  put  it,  with 
the  enterprises  of  the  Dauntless  Three. 
He  satisfied  himself,  he  thought,  that  there 
was  nothing  about  the  undertakings  which 
was  not  honourable  and  straightforward, 
although  there  was  a  good  deal  of  personal 
risk,  and  even  of  recklessness.  It  was,  in 
fact,  an  unsystematized  Company  of 
Founders,  who  had  to  look  all  over  the 
world  for  new  developments  and  new 
opportunities  of  foundation.  Waley's 
designs  were  sometimes  stupendous  in 
their  vastness,  and  sometimes  almost  gro- 
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veiling  in  their  pigmy  proportions.  The 
first  dream  of  his  life  was  to  find  the  sub- 
stitute for  coal — the  cheap  and  ready  substi- 
tute for  coal  as  a  house-warmer  and  an 
engine-driver. 

*  The  man  who  can  get  at  that,  my 
dear  Conrad,'  he  confidentially  said,  '  will 
make  the  biggest  fortune  ever  made  in 
this  world.  And  it  is  bound  to  come,  I 
tell  you.  Somebody  will  find  it  soon,  and 
why  should  not  you  and  I  manage  some- 
how^ to  get  hold  of  it  ?  You  think  it  over 
of  nights.  I  keep  awake  a  good  deal 
thinking  it  over,  but  I  haven't  tumbled  on 
to  it  yet.' 

That  was  a  grand  scheme,  a  heaven- 
scaling  scheme.  But  Waley  was  not 
always  Titanic. 

'  There's  a  neat  little  fortune,  a  snug 
little  fortune,'  he  said  to  Conrad,  lowering 
his  tone,  perhaps  as  if  he  thought  some- 
body might  be  listening  to  this  minor 
proposal  who  could  not  possibly  think  of 
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rising  to  the  grander  thought,  and  also, 
perhaps,  as  if  a  lowered  tone  of  voice  were 
better  suited  to  a  lowered  tone  of  enter- 
prise— *  there's  a  neat  little  fortune  to  be 
made  by  the  man  who  invents  a  substitute 
for  ink.  Think  of  it,  dear  boy  !  Half  a 
moment  now  ' — and  the  right  thumb  met 
the  upper  joint  of  the  right  forefinger. 
'Just  think  of  it  half  a  moment.  Think 
of  a  pencil  which  can  write  as  darkly  as 
ink — whether  it  be  black,  blue,  red,  violet, 
or  whatever  you  will — and  will  be  as 
indelible  as  ink.  Think  of  the  total 
abolition  of  the  ink-bottle  and  the  pen — 
the  pen  that  corrodes  in  the  ink — the  ink 
that  blots  the  fingers,  the  ink  that  upsets 
and  ruins  your  desk,  and  the  fountain-pens 
that  shed  their  black  life-blood  into  your 
waistcoat-pocket  !  Half  a  moment,  Mr. 
Conrad — think  of  all  that.  It  must  be 
within  the  resources  of  the  chemical  world 
to  create  a  substance  which  will  make  such 
a  pencil ;  or  there  is  such  a  substance  deep 
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in  the  earth  or  lying  on  the  surface  in 
some  part  of  the  world,  only  waiting  for 
the  man  of  genius  to  recognise  it  and  carry 
it  away  and  put  it  to  its  use.  Half  a 
moment,  Mr.  Conrad — why  should  you 
not  be  that  man  ?' 

Conrad  only  shook  his  head  at  the 
suggestion.  He  feared  he  should  not 
recognise  the  substance  even  if  he  were  to 
come  across  it,  and  as  to  inventing  some 
chemical  compound  to  serve  the  same 
object,  he  regarded  such  an  achievement 
as  utterly  beyond  the  range  of  his  in- 
tellect. 

*  Well,  we  must  send  you  somewhere/ 
Mr.  Waley  observed  cheerily.  '  It  would 
be  hard  if  we  could  not  find  some  place 
where  your  pluck  and  your  ideas  would 
come  in  handy.  You  want  to  go  pretty 
far  away,  don't  you  ?' 

'  The  farther  the  better.' 

'  Right  you  are.  That's  just  what  I 
should   have   said  myself  at   your  age  ;  of 
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course,  as  one  begins  to  get  a  little  on  in 
life,  one  isn't  so  wildly  anxious  for  far 
foreign  travel.  We  might  begin  with 
something  easy.  Now,  there's  Patagonia. 
Tm  told  there's  a  lot  to  be  found  in  Pata- 
gonia. ' 

'  A  lot  of  what  V 

'  Oh,  I  don't  know  ;  a  lot  of  all  sorts  of 
things,  if  one  only  went  out  and  kept  his 
eyes  peeled,  as  they  say  in  America.  How 
would  Patagonia  suit  you  V 

'  Patagonia,'  said  Jim  with  the  utmost 
gravity,  '  would  suit  me  nicely.' 

In  truth,  Patagonia  would  have  suited 
him  then  just  as  well  as  any  other  distant 
place.  So  long  as  he  got  clear  of  London 
and  of  Paris,  he  did  not  care  much  whither 
Fate  might  take  him.  And  it  would  go 
hard  if  the  makings  of  a  new  and  stirring 
romance  were  not  to  be  found  somehow  in 
Patagonia. 

Perhaps  he  might  make  some  wonderful 
discoveries  there — who  knows  ?     And  his 
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mind  went  back  humorously  to  the  saying 
about  Goldsmith  and  the  wheelbarrow. 

*  I  may  find  something  entirely  new  and 
precious/  he  said  to  himself,  *  in  the  Pata- 
gonian  form  of  wheelbarrow.' 

We  need  not  go  deeper  into  the  Pata- 
gonian  enterprise,  because,  as  the  course  of 
this  story  will  soon  make  it  clear,  Jim 
Conrad  never  had  any  opportunity  of 
undertaking  it.  But  it  had  some  influence 
on  his  fortunes  in  the  fact  that  it  made  him 
agree  to  stand  in  with  the  triumvirate  in 
their  schemes,  that  it  gave  him  a  new 
interest  in  life,  and  that  it  beguiled  his 
thoughts  away  from  too  frequent  con- 
templation of  himself  and  his  heart- 
troubles. 

He  saw  a  great  deal  of  Sir  Francis  Rose, 
and  he  could  but  feel  sometimes  with  a 
sort  of  shudder  that  the  fascination  of  the 
man  was  growing  upon  him.  Of  Waley 
he  began  to  think  better  and  better  every 
day,  although    he    often    allowed    himself 
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a    quiet    smile    at    Waley's    multitudinous 
projects. 

At  one  time  he  used  to  wonder  how  a 
man  of  Sir  Francis  Rose's  refinement  could 
be  content  with  the  companionship  of  a 
man  like  Waley.  Now,  when  he  began 
at  ominous  moments  to  find  a  shiver  of 
distrust  going  through  him  as  to  Rose,  he 
suddenly  pulled  himself  up  and  satisfied 
himself  with  the  assurance  that  a  man  who 
was  trusted  by  Waley  must  be  thoroughly 
worthy  of  trust.  For  he  had  come  fully 
to  believe  in  Waley  as  a  gallant  and  a 
generous  spirit,  a  chivalric,  unselfish,  and 
exalted  Sancho  Panza,  although  he  could 
see  little  of  the  Quixote  in  Rose. 

So  the  days  passed  pleasantly  enough  for 
Conrad — in  a  way.  He  began  to  regard 
all  his  past  mode  of  life  as  done  with,  and 
about  to  be  wholly  blotted  out  in  enterprise 
quite  new  to  him.  That,  he  said  to  himself, 
was  the  best  thing  that  could  happen  to 
him.      He  wanted  to  get  away  as  soon  as 
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might  be  to  Patagonia  or  elsewhere.  If  he 
were  to  meet  Clelia  Vine  again,  he  did  not 
feel  quite  sure  whether  all  his  longing  for 
self-exile  would  resist  one  softening,  kindly 
glance  from  her  eyes.  And  to  what  avail 
staying  in  London  or  anywhere  to  be  near 
her  ?  He  could  never  be  near  her  in  the 
true  sense.  She  was  a  married  woman — 
she  could  not  love  him.  He  was  begin- 
ning to  think  now  that  she  had  never 
really  cared  for  him  at  all.  He  was  be- 
ginning to  doubt  whether  even  in  the 
beaten  way  of  friendship  she  had  ever 
cared  much  about  him.  For,  why  did 
she  never  write  ?  Why  did  she  tell  him 
nothing  about  the  changed  existence  of 
herself  and  Gertrude  Morefield  ?  If  she 
had  gone  with  Gertrude,  as  she  once  spoke 
of  going,  out  of  the  reach  of  civilization, 
why  not  one  kindly,  friendly  parting  word 
— '  'tis  said,  man,  and  farewell !'  No ;  not 
even  that  parting  phrase  of  Mark  Antony 
to  his  devoted  follower,  that  phrase  com- 
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pressing  into  its  merest  formality  so  much 
of  friendship  and  regret,  and  pity  and 
pathos  :  nothing  of  that  kind  had  reached 
him  from  her — from  the  woman  who  had 
told  him  she  would  have  loved  him  if 
she  could  have  loved  him  without  shame. 
Every  day,  every  hour  of  every  day, 
he  kept  expecting  to  hear  from  her. 
His  first  thought  every  morning  as  he 
awoke  was  :  '  Has  a  letter  come  from  her  ?* 
Every  knock  of  the  postman  made  his 
heart  almost  to  stand  still  in  a  pause  of 
agonized  expectation  until  the  little  tray  of 
letters  had  been  put  into  his  hand,  and  he 
saw  that  there  was  none  from  her.  Every 
night  v/hen  he  returned  from  dinner-party 
or  theatre,  and  when  he  took  his  lonely 
candle,  pale-burning  like  a  Welsh  corpse- 
candle,  into  his  little  sitting-room,  his 
heart  stood  still  again  until  he  had 
mastered  his  emotion  and  reached  the 
table,  and  found  that  among  the  letters 
brought  by  the  last  post  there  was  none 
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for  him  from  her.  The  postman  ought 
to  be  a  thoughtful  and  melancholy  crea- 
ture. He  must  surely,  if  he  has  any 
faculty  of  thinking  at  all,  be  able  to 
understand  that  not  one  letter  in  every 
thousand  he  carries  can  bring  satisfaction 
to  him  or  her  who  receives  it.  He  must 
know  that  every  bundle  of  letters  he  de- 
livers at  any  given  door  fails  to  contain  at 
least  one  letter  which  somebody  in  the 
house  is  yearning  for,  and  which,  if  it 
came,  would  mean  to  that  somebodv  the 
whole  contents  of  the  delivery.  To  be  a 
contented  postman  one  ought  to  be  a 
misanthrope.  For  out  of  every  package 
of  letters  delivered  at  any  house  the 
majority  are  assuredly  wearisome  and  dis- 
agreeable to  receive,  and  the  whole  lot  are 
to  somebody  detestable  because  they  do 
not  contain  the  one  particular  letter  for 
which  the  heart  of  that  somebody  yearns, 
pines,  and  bleeds. 

Jim    Conrad  sometimes   felt    like    this, 
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and  turned  this  over  in  his  mind  as  day 
after  day,  and  night  after  night,  he  longed 
and  looked  for  a  letter  from  Clelia  Vine, 
and  no  letter  came.  One  night  at  last  his 
good  luck  found  him. 

He  was  dining  at  the  Voyagers'  Club 
with  Rose,  they  two  alone.  They  were 
fast  comrades  now,  and  they  had  gone  to 
a  theatre,  and  had  seen  pretty  dancing, 
which  the  elder  man  enjoyed  with  a  quite 
youthful  delight,  and  on  which  Conrad,  his 
mind  perturbed  and  distracted  with  other 
thoughts,  found  it  hardly  possible  to  keep 
his  attention  fixed.  Then  they  went  back 
to  the  Voyagers'  Club  for  a  cigar  and  a 
whisky-and-soda. 

'  When  shall  I  see  you  to-morrow  ?'  Sir 
Francis  asked,  as  the  time  was  coming  for 
breaking  off  the  sitting. 

'  Whenever  you  like.' 

*  Well,  you  may  as  well  come  to 
luncheon.  Then  I  have  to  drive  about 
to   a  lot  of  places — only  shops  and  busi- 
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ness  things — and  if  you  have  nothing  to 
do  we  might  go  about  together,  and  we 
can  talk  all  the  time.' 

'  All  right ;  that  will  suit  me  admirably.' 

*  Then,  that's  settled.  I  say,  my  dear 
Conrad,  I  shall  miss  you  when  you  go 
away.' 

'  Away,  where  ?' 

'  Well,  to  Patagonia,  I  suppose.' 

'  Oh  yes,  of  course,  to  Patagonia.  I 
was  forgetting  for  a  moment — I  mean,  for 
the  moment.' 

^  Cool  young  customer  !'  Rose  said  with 
a  smile.  '  It  is  nothing,  apparently,  to  you 
to  be  sent  packing  off  to  Patagonia.' 

'  Patagonia  or  any  other  place  is  much 
the  same  to  me.' 

'  And  yet  you  are  fond  of  London.?' 

*  Yes,  I  am  very  fond  of  London,  while 
I  am  in  London  ;  but  just  now  I  don't 
care  how  soon  I  get  out  of  London.' 

'  Ah,  yes,  I  understand,'  Sir  Francis  said, 
with  a  quiet  and  sympathetic  smile — '  the 
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old  heart-trouble,  of  which  I  know  nothing, 
and  of  which,  my  dear  Conrad,  I  don't 
want  to  know  anything,  unless  at  any  time 
you  might  like  to  tell  me  something  about 
it.  I  have  had  some  heart-troubles  myself 
in  my  day.' 

'  I  don't  know  that  I  have  much  to  tell,* 
Conrad  said  not  uncheerfully  ;  '  I  suppose 
I  am  very  much  like  everybody  else  in  that 
way.' 

*  In  life,  my  dear  Conrad,  nobody's 
trouble  is  quite  like  the  trouble  of  anybody 
else.  I  have  learned  that  these  long  years. 
You  will  learn  it  some  time.' 

They  were  now  standing  at  the  door  of 
the  club.      Rose  hailed  a  hansom. 

*  Good-night,'  he  cried.  *  Don't  forget 
luncheon  to-morrow.' 

Conrad  walked  home.  He  found  his 
faithful  candle  waiting  for  him  on  the  hall 
table ;  he  lighted  it,  and  went  mechanically 
upstairs. 

When  he  got  into  his  sitting-room,  he 
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could  just  see,  by  the  pinched  and  flicker- 
ing light  of  his  candle,  that  a  letter  for 
him — only  one — was  lying  on  his  table, 
and  even  by  the  light  of  that  unsatis- 
factory candle  he  saw  that  the  writing 
on  the  envelope  was  the  writing  of  Clelia 
Vine. 

*  We  have  arrived  in  London,  but  we 
have  not  yet  positively  settled  anywhere, 
and  may  change  our  ground  to-morrow. 
I  will  let  you  know  to-morrow  evening 
where  we  are  to  be  found.  Our  further 
movements  are  all  quite  uncertain.  We 
came  here  through  Spain  to  avoid  France. 
Gertrude  has  suffered  much,  though  she 
won't  admit  it,  and  bears  bravely  up. 
When  you  see  us,  don't  say  anything  about 
her  trouble.  If  she  wishes  to  speak  to  you 
about  it,  you  had  better  leave  her  to  do  so. 
You  have  been  thinking  of  us,  I  knov/, 
and  we  have  been  thinking  of  you. 

'  Clelia. 
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'  I  ought  to  have  written  to  you  before, 
but  I  couldn't;  I  hadn't  the  heart.' 

That  was  all;  but  it  was  a  great  deal  for 
Conrad.  He  put  the  letter  to  his  lips  ; 
then  he  went  downstairs  again,  carrying 
his  candle,  which  he  put  on  the  hall  table, 
and  there  he  extinguished  it,  and  then  he 
wandered  out  into  the  night,  for  he  felt 
that  he  could  not  sleep  for  some  hours 
yet.  It  was  not  long  after  midnight, 
and  the  night  was  divine  in  moon- 
light. 

Conrad  loved  a  long,  lonely  tramp  at 
night  through  silencing  London.  He 
loved  such  a  tramp  at  all  times,  but  espe- 
cially at  night,  when  anything  had  fast, 
deep  hold  upon  his  mind  and  his  heart. 
He  wandered  on,  hardly  knowing  whither 
he  was  going.  He  passed  along  Piccadilly, 
he  turned  into  Grosvenor  Place,  and  he 
made  for  the  nearer  end  of  the  Chelsea 
Embankment.    A  vague  thought  took  him 
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that  he  should  like  to  see  that  moon  shining 
on  the  river. 

Before  he  reached  the  Embankment,  or 
even  the  old  Chelsea  Hospital,  with  its 
clock-face  shining  a  pale  yellow  against 
the  silver  of  the  moonlight,  he  came  upon 
a  dull  little  street,  which  he  had  often 
passed  through  in  the  daytime.  It  was  a 
street  made  up  for  the  most  part  of  mean 
little  dwellings  and  two  or  three  small 
stables.  There  were  two  or  three  laundries 
there,  and  one  or  two  public-houses ;  there 
was  a  shop  for  the  sale  of  stuffed  birds. 
So  far  as  these  were  concerned,  nothing 
could  well  be  less  attractive  or  picturesque  ; 
but  there  was  an  attraction  which  had  often 
drawn  Jim  Conrad  that  way. 

At  the  farther  end  of  the  street,  as  he 
was  now  entering  it,  and  on  his  right-hand 
side,  there  stood  an  old  ivy-covered  church 
within  a  walled  and  railed  enclosure  of  its 
own.  The  church  had  a  square  tower 
with  battlements,  like  the  keep  of  an  old 
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Norman  castle ;  it  had  oblong  windows, 
narrow  and  curiously  suggestive  of  defence 
in  time  of  civil  trouble. 

Conrad  knew  nothing  about  the  church 
— did  not  even  know  its  name ;  he  had 
never  troubled  to  find  out,  although  he 
might  have  found  out  by  simply  crossing 
the  street  and  reading  the  announcements 
of  sermons  and  services  and  church  social 
entertainments  which  were  placarded,  in 
print  and  white  paper,  on  a  two-legged, 
splay-footed  notice-board  which  stood  on 
the  grass  within  the  enclosure,  but  he  had 
never  had  the  curiosity  to  look.  What 
had  always  fascinated  him  was  the  church 
itself,  with  its  strange,  old-world,  militant 
sort  of  look,  the  church  standing  proud 
and  lonely  there  among  those  petty  shops 
and  mean  little  houses,  and  frowzy  women 
huddled  at  doorsteps,  and  dirty  children 
enjoying  themselves  with  skipping-ropes 
and  tip-cat,  and  waltzing  on  the  pavement 
to  the  hideous  discord  of  a  barrel-organ. 
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But  now,  this  night,  there  was  no  nerve- 
disturbing  barrel-organ ;  there  were  no 
uncombed  and  blatant  women ;  there  were 
no  children  with  skipping-ropes  or  other 
instruments  of  torture.  All  was  peaceful, 
all  was  still,  as  if  it  were  fair  Melrose  by 
moonlight,  and  only  the  stately,  battle- 
mented,  ivy-clad  church  remained.  The 
moon  flooded  it  with  light,  and  Conrad 
gazed  at  it  in  a  curious  sort  of  rapture. 

What  on  earth  had  it  to  do  with  Jim 
Conrad  ?  How  could  an  old  church  in  a 
London  slum  help  him  on  through  the 
troubles  of  his  life  ?  He  could  not  tell. 
The  wisest  man  that  ever  lived  could  not 
tell — could  not  have  told. 

All  Conrad  knew  was  that  he  had  been 
inspired — no,  not  merely  inspired,  but 
actually  driven,  to  look  on  that  stately  old 
church  by  Clelia  Vine's  letter,  and  that  he 
could  not  help  himself.  That  is  just  as 
good  an  explanation  as  can  be  given  for 
many,  not  to  say  most,  of  the  mysterious 
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impulses  of  our  lives.  Nor  could  Jim 
Conrad  tell  then,  or  now,  why,  after 
having  looked  on  that  battlemented  church, 
he  should  forthwith  stride  off  to  the  flat  in 
the  immediate  neighbourhood  of  Berkeley 
Square  and  look  up  at  the  windows,  and 
observe,  with  a  certain  interest,  that  the 
lights  in  Sir  Francis  Rose's  rooms  burned 
brightly  still,  at  two  hours  after  midnight. 
Jim  did  not  stop  to  ask  himself  what 
possible  connection  there  was  between 
Clelia  Vine's  letter  and  the  Chelsea  church, 
between  the  Chelsea  church  and  Sir  Francis 
Rose's  lodgings. 

Jim  was  punctual  at  luncheon  the  next 
day — that  day,  it  should  rather  be  said — 
for  he  had  not  gone  to  bed  before  the  new 
day  had  fairly  settled  itself  down  upon  the 
world.  Sir  Francis  and  he  talked  over 
many  schemes  and  projects. 

'  You  sat  up  late  last  night,'  said  Jim, 
during  a  pause  in  the  discussion  of  practical 
or  visionary  schemes. 
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*  So  I  did,'  said  Rose ;  ^  I  often  do. 
But  how  did  you  know — about  last  night, 
I  mean?' 

'  Well,  I  happened  to  pass  under  your 
windows,  and  I  saw  that  your  lights  were 
burning.' 

'  Yes,  yes ;  you  were  at  some  festive 
gathering  in  this  quarter,  no  doubt  ?' 

'  No,  indeed ;  I  had  been  wandering  on 
the  fringe  of  the  Chelsea  region.  I  had 
been  looking  at  a  very  picturesque  old 
church  that  I  have  taken  a  fancy  to  in  a 
slum  near  the  old  Chelsea  Hospital.' 

Sir  Francis  Rose  looked  up  with 
puckered  brows  and  a  curious  appearance 
about  him,  as  of  one  who  gets  a  dim 
suspicion  that  some  trap  is  being  laid  for 
him. 

*  What  is  your  church  V  he  asked,  in  a 
hoarse,  embarrassed  voice — a  voice  which 
had  lost  in  a  moment  all  its  music ; 
'  whereabouts  is  it  ?  What  do  you  know 
about  it  ?' 
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*  About  it  ?  Oh,  I  know  absolutely 
nothing.  Only  it  has  caught  my  fancy, 
and  I  go  and  see  it  every  now  and 
then/ 

*  But  you  haven't  told  me  what  church 
it  is  or  where  it  is/ 

Jim  looked  up  a  little  disconcerted. 
He  had  not  expected  to  find  his  innocent 
little  narrative  excite  so  much  keen  in- 
terest. 

*  Oh,  it's  only  a  church  in  a  little  street 
called  Pagan's  Row,  not  far  from  the  old 
Hospital.' 

'The  church  in  Pagan's  Row?'  Sir 
Francis  Rose  asked,  still  turning  his 
puckered  eyebrows  on  to  Jim's  face. 
'  What  do  you  know  about  it — have  you 
any  association  with  it — have  you  heard 
anything  about  it  ?' 

'  I  don't  know  anything  about  it,'  Jim 
said,  rather  curtly.     '  Do  you  ?' 

'  Yes,  I  do  !  Yes,  my  dear  Conrad,  I 
do.     But    it  doesn't   matter   m    the   least. 
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It  is  only  an  odd  sort  of  coincidence  that 
you  should  have  been  there  last  night,  and 
have  come  straight  away  here/ 

'  I  don't  know^  anything  about  any 
coincidence  in  the  matter/  Jim  said,  *  and 
I  don't  know  why  I  put  you  to  the 
trouble  of  hearing  anything  at  all  about 
my  utterly  unimportant  midnight  wander- 
ings/ 

'  London  is  full  of  coincidences/  Rose 
observed  gravely. 

*A11  right/  Jim  replied;  Met  them 
coincide/ 

For  he  was  still  a  little  annoyed  at  the 
way  in  which  his  passing  reference  to  his 
harmless  midnight  wanderings  had  been 
taken  by  his  chief. 

After  a  while  a  hansom  was  called,  and 
the  two  drove  out  together.  Sir  Francis 
Rose  seemed  by  this  time  to  have  for- 
gotten all  about  the  church  in  Chelsea,  and 
the  coincidence,  whatever  it  was.  They 
called  at  the  bookshop  in  Berkeley  Square, 
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and    at    the     Berkeley    Hotel,    and    other 
places. 

It  was  a  beautiful  day  of  the  earlier 
spring.  It  was  one  of  those  rare  days 
which  make  the  more  picturesque  quarters 
of  London  look  romantic  and  enchanting. 
Jim  Conrad  drank  in  the  very  life  and 
rapture  of  the  hour.  The  letter  he  had 
received  had  filled  him  with  a  strange 
sense  of  hopefulness.  The  letter  and  the 
weather  seemed  to  be  part  of  the  one  spell. 

*  I'll  not  go  in/  Jim  said,  as  they  stopped 
at  an  engraver's  in  Piccadilly  ;  *  FU  wait 
here  for  you.' 

He  did  not  want  to  bury  himself  even 
for  five  minutes  in  a  dull  back-room  of  a 
shop. 

^  All  right,'  said  Rose  carelessly  ;  '  I 
shan't  keep  you  very  long.' 

Jim  looked  along  Piccadilly  eastward. 
He  felt  somehow  uplifted  to  a  mood  of 
enchantment.  It  was  the  letter,  no  doubt. 
He  glanced  into   the  shop  as   if  to  make 
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sure  that  Rose  was  not  present  to  see  any- 
thing that  might  be  going  to  happen.  He 
could  not  tell  why,  but  he  felt  as  if 
he  could  not  always  trust  himself  in  an 
over-wrought  emotional  mood  with  Rose. 
Rose  had  lived  through  and  lived  down  all 
moods,  Jim  thought.  In  which  thought, 
of  course,  he  was  utterly  wrong  ;  but  the 
talk  of  exhausted  worldly  experience  in 
which  Rose  so  often  indulged  had  quite 
taken  in  the  younger  man,  and  made  him 
believe  that  Rose  had  lived  down,  had 
outlived,  all  human  emotion.  Rose  would 
have  been  greatly  pleased  to  hear  that  he 
had  succeeded  in  producing  such  an 
impression  on  his  young  friend. 

And  then  Conrad  looked  up  again,  and 
the  whole  street,  the  whole  scene,  was 
blotted  out  for  him,  and  he  saw  nothing 
but  two  great  melancholy  eyes  looking 
fixedly  at  him.  And  then  he  jumped  out 
of  his  cab.  An  open  carriage  had  stopped 
beside  him  on  the  pavement,  and  he  saw 
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Clelia  Vine,  and  afterwards — when  his 
eyes  lent  themselves  to  other  realities — he 
saw  Gertrude  Morefield.  Both  women 
were  in  mourning.  Gertrude  was  looking 
thin  and  wasted. 

Jim  took  the  hand  of  each  girl  in  his. 
For  some  occult  reason,  wholly  unexplained 
in  his  own  mind,  he  called  them  *  Ger- 
trude '  and  '  Clelia.'  Probably  he  thought 
it  was  a  way  of  showing  his  sympathy. 

'  You  got  my  letter  ?'  Clelia  asked,  and 
she  gave  him  a  meaning  glance,  which 
told  him  that  the  talk  must  soon  be  over. 

'  Yes ;  but  it  gave  me  no  address.' 

'  We  were  too  unsettled  as  to  our 
doings.  Now  we  have  found  a  place. 
We  have  not  a  moment  to  spare.  Good- 
bye !' 

'  But  I  shall  hear  from  you  V 

'  Oh  yes,  of  course,'  she  answered  with 
a  sweet  smile  and  a  tint  of  blush.  '  I 
shall  send  you  our  address  this  evening. 
You    must    come    and    see    us  as   soon  as 
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you  can.     Gertrude  wants  to  see  you,  and 
so  do  1/ 

'  Do  you  stay  long  in  town  ?' 

*  You  shall  know  all  when  I  see  you. 
Now  good-bye.' 

She  held  out  her  hand  ;  he  pressed  it, 
and  then  took  Gertrude's  half-extended 
hand.  He  found  no  pressure  in  that. 
Gertrude  had  not  spoken  one  word. 

The  carriage  was  just  driving  away  as 
Sir  Francis  was  coming  out  of  the  shop. 
He  stared  at  the  ladies  ;  neither  of  them 
looked  at  him.  His  eyebrows  contracted. 
He  set  his  lips  closely  together.  He  was 
evidently  trying  to  keep  down  or  conceal 
the  effect  of  a  sudden  surprise. 

*  What  is  the  matter  ?'  Jim  asked  in  no 
little  astonishment.  He  had  never  seen 
Rose  under  the  influence  of  surprise — had 
not  supposed  that  there  was  anything  on 
earth  that  could  surprise  him.  But  Jim 
was  destined  in  that  matter  to  be  a  little 
surprised  himself. 
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'  I  don't  know  what  is  the  matter  with 
you,  Conrad/  Sir  Francis  said  in  a  peevish 
tone.  'You  have  nothing  about  you  to- 
day but  coincidences.  First  you  start  the 
church  in  Pagan's  Row,  and  then ' 

'  And  then  ?'  Jim  asked.  '  What's  the 
*'  and  then,"  and  what's  the  matter  with 
the  church  in  Pagan's  Row  ?' 

*Well,  but,  I  say,  these  confounded 
coincidences  rather  pitch  a  man  off  his 
balance.  Who  were  the  ladies  you  were 
just  now  speaking  to  ?' 

*  Is  there  any  coincidence  in  that  ?'  Jim 
asked  almost  angrily.  He  did  not  by  any 
means  like  the  new  manner  of  his  friend, 
and  was  much  inclined  for  the  moment  to 
stop  the  cab,  get  out,  and  leave  Sir  Francis 
Rose  to  the  enjoyment  of  his  own 
humours. 

Sir  Francis  evidently  began  to  think 
that  he  had  lost  his  head  rather  too  much. 
He  pulled  himself  together  with  a  laugh, 
and  said  : 
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'  My  dear  Conrad,  I  must  really  apolo- 
gize for  my  bad  temper,  and  beg  you  to 
excuse  me.  The  truth  is,  that  I  fancied  I 
recognised  one  of  the  ladies  in  the  car- 
riage, and  my  mind  had  been  turned  in  the 
direction  of  the  lady  I  supposed  I  had 
known  by  your  confounded  allusion  to  the 
church  in  Pagan's  Row.  Dear  boy,  I  was 
secretly  married  in  that  church !  I  was 
only  too  anxious  to  forget  all  about  it,  but, 
you  see,  you  wouldn't  let  me.' 
'  How  on  earth  could  I  know  V 
*  Why,  of  course,  my  dear,  good  friend, 
you  could  not  possibly  know.  But  in 
some  of  my  moods  I  am  a  mere  bundle  of 
nerves,  and  the  allusion  to  the  church  in 
Pagan's  Row,  followed  up  by  my  fancied 
recognition  of  one  of  the  ladies  you  were 
speaking  to,  was  too  much  for  me — bowled 
me  over,  in  fact.  Do  forgive  me  if  I 
seemed  rude  or  petulant.  I  didn't  mean 
to  be  anything  of  the  kind,  I  do  assure 
you.' 
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*  All  right/  Jim  answered  cheerily. 
*  It  doesn't  matter  in  the  least.  The 
ladies  I  was  talking  to  are  the  girls  of 
whom  I  told  you  ;  one  of  them  has  lost 
her  mother.' 

*  Ah  !  I  did  not  so  much  notice 
her.' 

*  But  how  do  you  know  which  was 
which,  as  you  don't,  I  fancy,  know  either 
of  them  ?' 

'Well,  I  take  it  that  the  one  in  the 
deepest  mourning  was  the  daughter  of  the 
dead  mother.' 

'  You  seem  to  have  looked  at  them 
pretty  closely,'  Jim  said  with  a  somewhat 
questioning  smile. 

'  One  takes  in  a  good  deal  at  a  glance, 
when  it  has  been  his  habit  to  train  himself 
to  observation,'  Sir  Francis  replied,  now 
once  again  completely  master  of  his  voice 
and  of  himself 

*  Whom  did  you  suppose  the  other  lady 
to  have  been  ?'   Jim  asked,  with  a  sudden 
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shuddery   sort  of  feeling  passing  through 
him. 

'  My  dear  boy,  I    thought — if  you   will 
have  it — that  she  was  mv  wife  !' 
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CHAPTER  XVII. 

AN    EPOCH-MAKING    DAY. 

*  That  she  was  my  wife  !' 

That  she  was  the  wife  of  Sir  Francis 
Rose  !  That  Clelia  Vine  was  not  Clelia 
Vine  any  longer,  but  a  sort  of  mysterious, 
unacknowledged,  disallowed  Lady  Rose, 
cut  poor  Jim  quite  to  the  heart.  Yet  he 
could  not  but  believe  that  at  last  he  knew 
the  truth.  For  the  moment  his  whole 
mind  seemed  to  be  set  upon  no  purpose 
beyond  the  effort  to  make  it  appear  that 
he  knew  nothing  at  all  about  the  matter. 
It  was  his  first  thought  that  Clelia  Vine — 
the  woman  whom  he  knew  and  loved  as 
Clelia  Vine — should  know  before  anyone 
else  knew  what  had  been  forced  upon  him 
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to  know,  and  should  know  how  she  stood 
with  regard  to  that  knowledge  of  his,  and 
prepare  herself  to  meet  the  new  conditions. 
So  he  braced  himself  up  to  a  great  effort, 
and  he  took  the  words  of  Sir  Francis  Rose 
with  entire  composure.  He  was  anxious 
to  learn  as  clearly  as  he  could  what  were 
the  elements  of  the  situation  with  which 
Clelia  Vine  might  have  to  deal. 

*  Like  your  wife  ?'  he  asked  in  a  sort  of 
half-curious  tone.  '  Did  you  really  think 
so  ?' 

'  Yes,  my  dear  Conrad  ;  by  Jove,  I 
did  !' 

*Your  wife  was — I  mean,  is — I  think 
you  told  me,  very  pretty  ?'  Jim  asked, 
trying  to  seem  all  cool,  and  careless,  and 
serene. 

*  Very  pretty — yes,  very  pretty.  The 
likeness,  or  the  imaginary  likeness,  sent 
quite  a  thrill  through  me.  Of  course,  it 
couldn't  have  been  my  wife,  but  for  the 
moment  I  was  taken  aback.' 
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'  Did  the  lady  see  you  ?' 

'  No  ;  I  am  quite  sure  she  did  not — or 
the  other  one,  either.  They  were  both 
looking  away  from  me — looking  after  you, 
I  have  no  doubt,  as  was  indeed  but  highly 
natural.* 

*  I  can  tell  you  the  names  of  the 
ladies.  One  was  Miss  Gertrude  More- 
field,  daughter  of  Mrs.  Morefield,  who 
has  died ' 

Sir  Francis  seemed  to  Jim  to  be  a  little 
startled  by  the  name,  but  he  spoke  with 
an  air  of  perfect  indifference. 

'  All  right,  my  dear  Conrad.  Never 
mind  about  the  name.  Of  course,  it  was 
all  an  absurd  mistake  of  mine,  and  I  think 
you  are  mainly  responsible  for  it,  with  your 
unseasonable  allusion  to  the  church  in 
Pagan's  Row.  The  other  lady — she,  too, 
I  suppose,  is  unmarried  ?' 

Jim  could  not  prevent  a  flush  coming 
into  his  face,  and  he  found  it  difficult  to 
answer. 
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'  ril  tell  you  her  name/  he  said,  and  he 
felt  that  Rose  was  studying  him  all  the 
time. 

'  No,  no,  my  dear  fellow ;  that  would 
be  indiscreet  of  me.  Perhaps  it  is  she  who 
is  responsible  for  the  Patagonian  expedi- 
tion. Well,  I  am  getting  out  here. 
Could  you  manage  to  look  in  at  the 
Voyagers'  at  eleven  to-night  ?  A  man  is 
coming  to  see  me  there — Captain  Martin 
— whom  I  should  like  you  to  know.' 

Jim  was,  for  the  moment,  absorbed  in 
thought.  Then,  as  he  was  getting  out  of 
the  cab,  he  merely  said,  '  Yes,  I'll  be 
there,'  and  they  parted. 

Poor  Jim's  mind  was  indeed  tempest- 
tossed.  He  had  little  or  nothing  to  go 
upon,  and  yet  he  felt  convinced  that  he 
had  made  a  terrible  discovery.  Then,  as 
when  a  flash  of  lightning  clears  up  the 
darkness  for  a  moment,  but  only  to  make 
the  path  more  dark  and  difficult  for  the 
way  that  has  yet   to  be  traversed,  Conrad 
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saw  for  the  instant  all  the  realities  of  the 
situation,  but  was  stricken  blind  as  to 
what  was  to  follow.  Now  he  read  for 
the  first  time,  and  in  letters  of  light,  the 
story  of  his  strangely  found,  ill-gifted  ring. 
Francisco — Rosita — he  had  discovered  it 
all  !  Rose  had  called  himself  Francisco ; 
she  had  evidently  once  been  called  in  fond 
playfulness  Rosita,  because  of  his  family 
name  of  Rose. 

Jim  knew  it  all  now.  The  flash  of 
lightning  had  illumined  the  immediate 
darkness.  But  how  as  to  the  way  that 
still  lay  before  him  ?  Was  it  not  darker 
and  more  perturbed  than  ever  ?  Was  he 
not  the  sworn  comrade,  it  might  almost  be 
said,  of  the  man  who,  whatever  his  wrong- 
doings, was  the  lawful  husband  of  the 
woman  whom  poor  Jim  Conrad  adored ; 
the  woman  whose  friends  adored  her  ;  the 
woman  of  the  blameless  life,  of  the  ex- 
alted moral  conscience  ;  the  woman  who 
had  told  Jim  Conrad  that  she  would  have 
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loved  him — him  ! — if  she  were  free  to  love 
at  all,  but  who,  out  of  her  willingness  to 
love,  if  such  love  were  possible,  had  be- 
sought of  him  to  love  another  woman  and 
marry  her. 

His  heart  seemed  bursting  within  him. 
There  are  times  when  mere  emotion  sub- 
merges for  the  moment  even  the  common 
physical  powers  of  hearing  and  of  sight. 
Such  a  moment  had  come  to — had  come 
upon — plucky  Jim  Conrad.  He  knew  it, 
and  in  his  heart  he  was  not  ashamed.  He 
was  determined  not  to  betray  his  real 
self 

He  had,  as  has  been  said,  little  or 
nothing  to  go  upon.  Yet  he  was  con- 
vinced. What  had  he  to  go  upon?  Only, 
in  the  first  instance,  the  strange  confusion 
of  Sir  Francis  Rose  when  he  heard  of  the 
church  in  Pagan's  Row ;  the  sudden  sur- 
prise of  Rose  on  seeing  one  of  the  women 
in  the  carriage ;  his  declaration  that  she 
seemed  like  his  wife  ;  and  Jim's  own  very 
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limited  knowledge  of  Clelia  Vine's  story, 
and  the  names  upon  the  ring. 

But  there  was  something  more  than  all 
this — something  which  even  the  Psychical 
Society  itself  would  find  it  hard  to  explain. 
At  his  very  first  meeting  with  Sir  Francis 
Rose,  Jim  had  felt  himself  drawn  by  some 
mysterious  feeling  which  had  almost  as 
much  in  it  of  repulsion  as  of  attraction. 
There  was  a  vague  sense  of  fear  in  it — the 
sort  of  fear  which  tells  us  that  this  meeting 
and  this  hour  forbode  sorrow  to  some  other 
meeting  and  some  other  hour. 

Never  for  a  moment  while  under  the 
full  fascination  of  Rose's  gay  and  gallant 
temperament,  of  his  courage,  his  undaunted 
animal  spirits,  his  bright  talk,  his  frankly- 
proffered  friendship,  had  Jim  been  free 
from  a  curious  half-consciousness  that  all 
this  could  not  last,  and  that  one  day  or 
other  Rose  and  he  might  be  brought — he 
could  not  tell  how — into  antagonism — he 
could  not  imagine  about  what.     Now  that 
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the  first  faint  light  of  an  explanation  was 
given,  Jim  took  it  as  a  revelation. 

'  I  always  felt  it/  he  said  to  himself.  '  I 
felt  it  when  I  didn't  know  anything  about 
it.' 

He  was  certain  now  that  Sir  Francis 
Rose  was  the  Francisco  of  the  ring,  and 
the  husband  of  Clelia  Vine. 

That  night  Jim  received  a  line  from 
Clelia,  merely  telling  him  that  Gertrude 
and  she  were  staying  at  a  private  hotel  in 
Albemarle  Street,  Piccadilly,  and  asking 
him  to  come  to  see  them  next  day.  Later 
on  that  night  he  kept  his  appointment,  and 
went  to  the  Voyagers'  Club  to  meet  Sir 
Francis  Rose  and  his  friend.  The  friend 
was  introduced  to  him  as  Captain  Martin. 
He  was  a  tall,  well-set-up  man,  with  a 
gorgeous  shirt-front.  He  had  been  in 
Patagonia,  Sir  Francis  said  of  him ;  but 
Captain  Martin  did  not  seem  to  have  the 
common  weakness  of  all  or  most  travellers, 
from    Herodotus    and    Sinbad    the    Sailor 
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downwards.  He  did  not  seem  to  care  to 
say  much  about  Patagonia,  and,  indeed, 
Jim  did  not  want  to  hear  much  on  that 
subject  just  then. 

Jim  was  not  in  a  mood  to  concern  him- 
self greatly  about  Patagonia.  He  was  still 
possessed  with  a  vague  idea  that  the  best 
thing  he  could  do  under  all  the  conditions 
would  be  to  take  himself  out  of  the  way 
somewhere — anywhere  ;  but  he  was  not  in 
the  mood  for  appreciating  instructions  as 
to  a  definite  journey  to  Patagonia  in  par- 
ticular. He  did  not  stay  long — made  a 
fresh  appointment  with  Rose  and  went  his 
way. 

The  three  had  been  sitting  and  smoking 
in  the  little  recess  at  the  head  of  one  of 
the  flights  of  stairs — not  in  the  regular 
smoking-room.  There  was  no  one  now 
within  hearing  of  Rose  and  Captain 
Martin. 

^  You  would  know  him  again  ?'  Rose 
asked    of    the    gallant    Captain,    nodding 
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in  the  direction  of  the  disappearing 
Conrad. 

'  I  should  think  so.  Sir  Francis/  said  the 
subservient  Captain  Martin. 

'  Well,  look  here :  I  want  you  to  keep 
a  close  eye  on  him.  He  lives  in  Clarges 
Street.  There  is  his  address.  Let  me 
know^  where  he  goes  every  day  for  the 
next  week  or  so.' 

'All  right,  Sir  Francis.' 

'  And  be  sure  you  don't  let  him  see 
you." 

*  Oh,  ril  take  good  care  of  that.' 

*  You  can  find  out,  I  dare  say,  something 
about  the  people  he  goes  to  see — two 
ladies,  very  likely.  You  can  manage  to 
get  something  out  of  the  servants,  can't 
you  ?' 

'  I  dare  say  I  can  manage  that.  Sir 
Francis,'  and  the  gallant  Captain  grinned 
again,  as  if  quite  pleased  with  himself. 

*  Very  good.  Then,  you  can  go,  now. 
I  have  some  letters  to  write.' 
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Captain  Martin  rose,  made  an  obsequious 
bow,  and  went  his  docile  way.  Now,  the 
Army  List  contains  the  names  of  more  than 
one  Captain  Martin,  but  it  does  not  contain 
the  name  of  that  Captain  Martin.  For 
that  Captain  Martin  was  simply  a  private 
detective,  who,  having  a  good  presentable 
appearance,  and  looking  in  evening  dress 
quite  like  enough  to  a  military  man  to  pass 
muster,  was  employed  by  many  men  like 
Sir  Francis  Rose,  who  had  a  desire  occa- 
sionally to  find  out  what  other  people  were 
doing.  He  was  only  the  sort  of  assistant, 
however,  whom  Sir  Francis  Rose  employed 
for  very  easy  jobs  of  work. 

Soon  after  Captain  Martin  had  gone. 
Sir  Francis  had  a  visit  from  Mr.  Waley. 
The  good  Waley  was  shown  in,  and  sat 
with  his  chief  in  the  recess  above  the 
stairs  ;  and  they  had  cigars.  Mr.  Waley 
seldom,  except  at  meals,  removed  a  cigar 
from  his  mouth,  unless  with  the  reason- 
able   object   of  putting   another    cigar    in. 
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The   two   friends  talked   for  a  while  over 
various  business  projects,  and  the  refreshing 
whisky-and-soda  went  its  round. 
Suddenly  Sir  Francis  said  : 

*  Look  here,  Waley  :  I  want  Marmaduke 
Coffin  over  here  soon.' 

*  Coffin  over  here  ?  You  don*t  mean 
that !      He  won't  like  to  come,  will  he  ?' 

*  All  the  same,  he'll  have  to  come.' 

*  What  in  the  nation  can  you  want  him 
for?' 

^  Well,  I  may  have  use  for  him — I  may 
want  him  to  do  something  that  he  can  do 
better  than  anybody  else.' 

*  Half  a  moment,  chief — and  here  the 
thumb  went,  as  a  matter  of  course,  half- 
way up  the  first  joint  of  the  forefinger  ; 
*  am  I  to  know  anything  about  this  busi- 
ness ?' 

*  Not  for  the  moment,  my  dear  Waley.' 
'  But  later  on  ?' 

'  Later  on  ?  Why,  of  course — you  shall 
know  everything.' 
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*  That's  enough.     When   do   you  want 

Coffin  r 

'  Let  me  see.     TU  tell  you  to-morrow.' 

'  All  right/  said  the  faithful  Waley. 

So  they  turned  to  talk  about  other 
things. 

The  time  came  when,  in  the  ordinary 
course,  parting  ought  to  take  place.  It 
seemed  to  the  considerate  Waley  that  it 
ought  to  take  place  all  the  more  promptly 
just  then  because  the  mind  of  his  chief  had 
evidently  been  quite  away  for  many  minutes 
from  the  subjects  of  conversation.  So  he 
stood  up,  and  was  about  to  say  good- 
night. 

'Not  yet,  Waley,  please,'  Sir  Francis 
interposed,  with  a  suddenly  awakened 
interest  and  energy.  '  Sit  down  for  a 
moment  or  two  longer.' 

'  All  right,'  the  dutiful  Waley  answered, 
and  he  sat  down  and  waited. 

There  was  absolute  silence  for  a  few 
seconds.       Then     Sir    Francis    struck   his 


AN  EPOCH-MAKING  DAY       159 

clenched  hand  on  the  little  table  in  front  of 
him. 

'  Tell  me,  Waley/  he  asked,  *  have  you 
not  known  days  when  you  are  suddenly 
made  aware — you  can't  tell  how — that 
something  is  going  to  happen  to  you — 
that  you  are  going  to  do  something,  to 
undertake  something,  which  may  change 
the  whole  course  of  your  life  r  Have  you 
not  known  such  days  as  that,  Waley  ?' 

The  cautious  Waley  thought  for  a  little. 

'  Well,  no,'  he  answered  slowly  ;  *  I 
can't  say  that  I  have.  You  see,  when  I'm 
going  to  make  a  venture  of  any  kind,  I've 
generally  thought  it  all  out  beforehand, 
and  I  know  what  the  risks  are,  and  I'm 
equal  to  it  all,  naturally  ;  and  so  it  doesn't 
come  upon  me  like  a  streak  of  greased 
lightning,  don't  you  see.  Sir  Francis  ?' 

*  But,  good  heavens,  man  !  do  you  mean 
to  say  that  you  have  never  had  a  day  when 
it  was  borne  in  upon  you  that  you  had 
come    to    a    new    crisis    in    your  life  ?     I 
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believe  the  novelists  would  call  it  an  epoch- 
making  day  ?' 

'Dare  say  they  would — I  could  believe 
anything  of  them,  although  I  don't  know 
much  about  them,  for  I  ain't  a  novel- 
reader  myself.  But  my  wife  used  to  read 
novels.' 

*  Oh,  confound  your  wife  !' 

*  Confound  my  wife  if  you  like,  for  all  I 
care,'  Waley  said  rather  stiffly ; '  but  I  believe, 
whatever  the  faults  of  a  man's  wife  may  be, 
it  is  not  usual  in  the  circles  which  you 
adorn,  chief,  and  in  which  I  don't  shine,  to 
confound  a  man's  wife  to  his  face.  Leave 
the  husband  to  confound  her  for  himself; 
that's  my  idea  of  the  proper  way  to  do 
things.' 

And  Mro  Waley  again  stood  up  with  an 
air  of  injured  dignity. 

Sir  Francis  knew  very  well  that  Mr. 
Waley  was  no  mere  led-captain,  and  serf, 
and  sycophant.  He  had,  indeed,  on  the 
whole,  more  respect  for  his  faithful  bench- 
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man   than    he  had   for   anyone  else  in  the 
world. 

'  Sit  down  again,  Waley  :  I  beg  your 
pardon  most  sincerely.  I  did  not  mean  to 
say  anything  in  the  slightest  degree  dis- 
respectful to  Mrs.  Waley.  But  I  forgot 
myself.  I  am  in  an  irritable  condition  of 
the  nerves,  and  the  mention  of  anybody's 
wife  puts  me  out.  Sit  down,  my  dear 
fellow,  and  accept  my  sincere  apologies.' 

'  Oh,  it's  all  right,'  the  good-natured 
Waley  answered  eagerly,  his  sudden  anger 
quite  faded  out  of  his  face  and  of  his  heart. 
'  Don't  you  talk  about  apologies — nothing 
of  the  sort  is  wanted  between  you  and  me. 
But  you  were  talking  of  epoch-making 
days  ' — for  Waley  considered  that  common 
politeness  made  it  necessary  for  him  to 
bring  back  the  conversation  to  the  point  at 
which  it  had  been  broken  off,  and  thereby 
to  show  that  he  took  a  deep  and  friendly 
interest  in  it. 

*  Yes,'  Sir   Francis  said,  but  in  a  some- 
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what  languid  and  even  melancholy  tone, 
quite  different  from  that  in  which  he  had 
suddenly  started  the  subject.  '  I  have 
found  such  epoch-making  days  now  and 
again  in  my  time,  and  I  am  satisfied  that 
this  is  one  of  them.  I  know  it,  Waley ! 
I  could  not  be  more  sure  of  it  if  one  were 
to  rise  from  the  dead  and  warn  me  of  it.' 

'  Has  anything  happened  ?'  Waley  asked 
in  a  tone  of  something  like  alarm.  For 
there  w^as  no  mistaking  the  earnestness  of 
his  chief. 

'  Nothing  has  happened,  nothing  what- 
ever. I  mean,  nothing  that  anybody  would 
call  anything.  You  see,  if  anything  tre- 
mendous had  happened,  there  would  be  no 
particular  wonder  in  my  knowing  that  the 
day  was  an  epoch  in  my  life.  No,  Waley, 
there  is  nothing  to  tell.  But  I  know  that 
I  shall  do  something  which  will  change 
the  whole  course  of  my  life.* 

*■  What  put  that  into  your  head  ?' 

*  Two    or  three  words,  a  glimpse  at  a 
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face,  a  fancied  resemblance — I   don't   well 
know  what.' 

*  But  what  do  you  want  to  do  ?' 

'  Ah,  my  good  Waley,  there  you  have 
me,'  Sir  Francis  replied,  with  a  smile.  He 
had  now  quite  recovered  his  self-control. 
*  You  must  ask  me  something  easier.  I 
don't  know  what  I  want  to  do,  but  I  feel 
it  borne  in  upon  me  that  I  shall  do  some- 
thing.' 

*  Don't  you  go  to  do  anything  rash,' 
Waley  said,  with  much  anxiety  in  his 
voice  ;  '  and  don't  you  go  to  do  anything 
without  consulting  me.  Don't  you  re- 
member the  awful  muddle  we  made  over 
those  Black  Yarra  mines ' 

'  The  awful  muddle  we  made  ?  The 
awful  muddle  /  made,  my  dear  Waley,' 
Sir  Francis  interposed,  with  a  sweet  smile. 

*  Well,  what  I  mean  is  this  :  the  awful 
muddle  we  made  between  us,  because  for 
once  we  acted  without  consulting  to- 
gether.' 
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*  My  dear  Waley,  nobody  could  gloss 
over  my  stupid,  headstrong  blunder  in 
that  case  more  charmingly  than  you 
do/ 

'  Never  mind  about  all  that !  But  don't 
you  go  to  do  anything  without  our  talking 
it  out  in  advance/ 

*  This  is  a  different  sort  of  thing  ;  it  has 
nothing  to  do  with  mines  and  ventures  and 
all  that  sort  of  prosaic  business/ 

'  All  the  same,  I  should  feel  a  sight  more 
comfortable  if  I  knew  that  I  was  to  be 
talked  to  before  anything  was  done/ 

'  But  it  may  be  something  which  con- 
cerns me  alone/ 

*  Don't  matter  about  that ;  a  man  isn't 
often  the  best  judge  of  his  own  affairs, 
don't  you  see  ?' 

'  Yes,  that's  all  right ;  but  there  come 
times  when  a  man  must  act  for  himself: 
when  he  must  follow  his  star/ 

'  Oh,  bother  his  star ;  that  sort  of  thing 
is  all  rot  and  poetry.    I  say/  Waley  asked, 
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suddenly  seized  with  a  new  idea,  '  is  it 
about  this  business  or  this  idea  of  yours, 
or  whatever  it  is,  that  Coffin  is  to  be 
brought  over  to  London?  That's  what  I 
want  to  know.' 

'  Yes,  Waley,  it  is.  I  want  Coffin  to 
find  out  a  few  things  for  me.  It  may 
come  to  nothing — I  don't  know  ;  but  per- 
haps I  shall  want  to  make  use  of  him. 
Don't  ask  me  for  any  more  explanations. 
You  see,  I  can't  tell  you  anything  ;  and, 
really,  as  I  said  before,  there  is  nothing  to 
be  told.' 

'  Yes,  but  now  look  here.  Only  half 
an  hour  ago — there  or  thereabouts — when 
you  told  me  you  wanted  Coffin  over  in 
London,  you  said  I  would  know  all  at  the 
right  time.  Now  you  tell  me  I  am  not  to 
know.  How  is  this  ?  I  can't  see  into  it 
rightly.' 

'  My  dear  Waley,'  Sir  Francis  said, 
rousing  himself  again  into  a  little  anima- 
tion, *  you  know  that  I   can't  do  without 
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you  in  anything.  Yes,  of  course  I  shall 
keep  to  my  word.  Of  course  you  shall 
know  in  good  time.' 

'  Honour  bright,  honest  Injin  ?'  Waley 
asked,  using  as  his  two  closing  words  a 
phrase  borrowed  from  his  American  re- 
miniscences. 

'  Honour  bright !' 

'  And  before  anything  is  done  ?* 

'  Yes,  certainly,'  Sir  Francis  answered, 
with  the  air  of  one  who  is  growing  wearied 
of  the  discussion.  *  I  promise  you,  Waley, 
that  you  shall  be  called  into  council  before 
anything  is  done.' 

'  All  right,'  said  Waley,  rising  again, 
and  then  he  took  his  leave. 

As  he  passed  into  the  street,  he  muttered 
to  himself : 

'  Never  saw  the  chief  like  that  since  the 
night  when  he  told  me  he  had  put  every- 
thing he  had  into  the  Black  Yarra  mines, 
and  that  it  was  borne  in  upon  him  that 
the  Black  Yarra  was  to  come  to  grief,  and 
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I  had  so  much  trouble  to  keep  him  from 
blowing  his  brains  out !' 

And  so  he  went  his  way. 

^  I  wish  I  hadn't  told  him  anything,* 
Sir  Francis  said  to  himself  as  he  got  into 
his  cab  to  go  home.  '  But  I  couldn't  help 
it :  the  impulse  was  on  me ;  I  must  say 
something  to  somebody.  Perhaps  it  is 
just  as  well.  I  may  want  some  control. 
Suppose  it's  all  nonsense  and  nothing. 
Suppose  it  wasn't  she }  Oh,  but  it  was 
she!' 


CHAPTER  XVIII. 

JIM    IS    AN    UNWELCOME     MESSENGER. 

It  was  with  a  beating  heart  that  Jim 
Conrad  found  himself  at  the  door  of  the 
private  hotel  in  Albemarle  Street  next 
day.  In  an  odd  sort  of  way,  he  could  not 
help  contrasting  the  well-ordered  common- 
place of  the  hotel  with  his  own  disturbed 
and  impassioned  mood.  It  did  not  look  like 
the  sort  of  place  to  hold  a  woman  with  a 
story  like  that  of  Clelia  Vine  ;  for  he  felt 
sure  that  he  knew  most  of  her  story  now. 
Nor  did  it  even  seem  a  fitting  place  to 
enclose  the  grief  and  the  bereavement  of 
Gertrude  Morefield.  As  if  a  tragic  story 
must  always  be  told  in  tragic  tones — as  if 
grief  must  for  ever  carry  a  funeral  wreath ! 
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He  rang  the  bell  ;  these  small,  well- 
ordered  private  hotels  in  the  West  End  do 
not  have  their  doors  always  open  to  the 
stranger,  as  the  doors  of  the  good  Axylus 
were  in  the  *  Iliad.'  A  page-boy  opened  for 
him,  and  when  Jim  asked  for  Miss  More- 
field,  he  was  bidden  to  follow  the  youth, 
and  was  conducted  into  a  sitting-room  on 
the  first-floor,  and  politely  informed  that 
the  fact  of  his  arrival  would  be  made 
known  to  Miss  Morefield. 

He  had  a  few  minutes  in  which  to 
study  the  room.  He  could  see  that  it  was 
in  itself,  in  its  furniture,  and  in  its  pre- 
conceived arrangements,  a  model  of  the 
best-class  sitting-room  in  the  small  private 
hotel  of  the  West  End.  But  he  could 
also  see  that  the  room  had  been  dis- 
arranged, re-arranged,  and  almost  recon- 
structed. The  table  had  been  taken  away 
from  its  conventional  place  in  the  centre  of 
the  room — Jim  could  see  that — and  had 
been   set  against  one    of  the  walls,  and  it 
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was  covered  with  books  and  flowers.  On 
the  formal  sofas  were  thrown  pretty  pieces 
of  Eastern  work — Algerian  work,  as  Jim 
assumed — made  up  for  the  most  part  of 
silk  and  of  gold  embroidery.  It  was  not 
possible,  of  course,  to  abolish  altogether 
the  vapid  framed  engravings  that  were 
supposed  to  adorn  the  walls ;  but  there 
were  several  pretty  sketches  set  up  that 
showed  of  artistic  taste  and  refinement 
testing  itself  in  crooked  high  -  staired 
Algerian  streets  and  in  Kabyle  villages. 
Jim  could  see  in  his  mind's  eye  the  two 
girls  reconstructing  the  room,  and  deter- 
mined amid  all  their  trouble  to  make  it  a 
habitable  home  for  mortals  endowed  with 
some  manner  of  artistic  culture.  His  mind 
went  back  to  the  room  in  the  Paris  hotel, 
where  he  had  first  been  entertained  by  the 
Morefields,  and  it  must  be  owned  that  he 
felt  a  certain  difficulty  in  controlling  the 
outer  and  visible  expression  of  his  emotions. 
Then  there  was  a  tread  of  light  feet  on 
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the  stairs,  and  a  rustle  of  petticoats,  and  in 
a  moment  Gertrude  Morefield  and  Clelia 
Vine  were  in  the  room.  Jim  could  not 
help  noticing  a  certain  difference  in  the 
way  in  which  the  girls  met  him.  Miss 
Morefield  was  perfectly  composed  and 
serene.  She  greeted  him  with  a  friendly 
welcoming  smile,  which  seemed  to  have 
nothing  of  a  past  behind  it.  But  the  tears 
sprang  into  Clelia's  eves  as  she  held  out 
her  hand  to  welcome  him.  Jim  under- 
stood the  different  ways  of  the  two  girls  in 
a  moment,  and  by  instinct.  Gertrude  had, 
of  course,  set  up  for  herself  some  theory 
as  to  how  women  should  comport  them- 
selves in  the  most  solemn  trials  of  life. 
Clelia  had  no  theory  ;  she  let  her  feelings 
show  themselves  if  they  would.  He 
thought  Clelia  was  looking  handsomer 
than  ever.  The  thought  brought  a  pang 
with  it.  She  was  looking  handsomer 
because  the  very  expression  of  sorrow  that 
spoke  out  of  her  eves  and  from  the  deep 
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shades  beneath  her  eyes  and  from  her 
trembling  lips  seemed  to  cry  out  for 
sympathy  and  comfort,  and  he  had  nothing 
but  bad  news  to  bring  her.  For  he  had 
made  up  his  mind  that  he  must  tell  her 
how  he  had  become  acquainted  with  her 
story  and  with  her  husband. 

Then  they  talked.  The  girls  told  him 
all  about  their  travels  and  about  their 
uncertainty  as  to  where  they  were  going 
next.  They  did  not  think  of  staying  very 
long  in  London  ;  but,  then,  they  were  quite 
uncertain  as  to  their  prospects  and  pro- 
jects, *  and,'  Clelia  said,  '  we  are,  as  you 
know,  fatally  independent.' 

*  Yes,  I  know,'  Jim  said,  and  he  did  not 
quite  know  what  to  say  next. 

'  We  were  thinking  of  going  to 
America,'  Gertrude  said.  '  I  suppose  that 
in  the  New  World  we  should  get  some 
new  ideas  as  to  the  destiny  of  womanhood 
and  of  the  whole  human  race.' 

*  But  is  it  much  of  a  new  world  ?'  Jim 
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asked.  '  Hasn't  it,  too,  grown  pretty  old 
already  ?' 

'  Oh  no,  I  think  not — I  hope  not !'  cried 
Gertrude  fervently.  '  I  am  sure  we  shall 
find  some  new  ideas  still  there.' 

*  We  thought  of  going  to  India,  too,' 
Clelia  said — '  and  to  China  and  Japan. 
My  sentiments  lead  me  rather  to  the  old 
places  than  to  the  new.  But,  then,  I  am 
afraid  I  have  not  the  earnest  purpose  that 
fills  Gertrude's  heart — the  purpose  to  do 
good  to  womanhood  and  to  the  human 
race  in  general,  man  and  woman.' 

'  Come,  Clelia,  I  won't  allow  you  to 
say  that  of  yourself — even  to  Mr.  Conrad, 
who  knows  you.  You  must  not  believe  a 
word  she  says  of  that  kind,  Mr.  Conrad. 
She  is  as  much  concerned  in  doing  good 
to  women  and  to  men  as  I  am.  Oh,  what 
a  way  to  put  it ! — as  if  I  were  trying  to 
praise  myself  and  to  make  out  that  I  was 
bent  on  becoming  a  great  public  benefac- 
tress !' 
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'  Never  mind,  dear,'  Clelia  said.  '  No 
one  who  knows  you  will  ever  suppose  that 
you  made  any  attempt  to  get  praise  or 
honour  for  yourself.  Certainly  Mr. 
Conrad  knows  you  too  well  for  that.* 

*  Oh  yes,'  Jim  said  quietly,  and  yet  with 
a  certain  shyness  in  his  voice.  '  I  know 
Miss  Morefield  quite  too  well  for  that.' 

He  had  given  up  calling  the  girls  by 
their  names.  The  time  for  effusiveness, 
he  thought,  had  gone  by.  He  was  made 
shy  only  because  he  could  not  help 
remembering  how  Clelia  had  striven  to 
make  him  fall  in  love  with  Miss  More- 
field  and  had  urged  him  to  make  love  to 
her. 

Then  they  came  to  more  general  talk, 
and  Jim  lingered  on  and  on  only  too 
gladly. 

They  were  dining  rather  early.  Miss 
Morefield  pressed  Jim  to  stay  and  join 
their  little  dinner.  Jim  stayed  most  wil- 
lingly.    The  company  of  these  two  young 
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women  was  genial  to  him.  In  a  curious 
sort  of  way  he  seemed  to  look  upon 
Gertrude  Morefield  as  one  who  out  of  her 
sorrow  had  grown  older,  and  attained  to 
something  like  the  position  of  a  matron. 
When  first  he  knew  her,  and,  until  now, 
all  the  time  he  had  known  her,  she  was  a 
girl  under  the  charge  of  her  mother. 
Now  she  was  all  alone,  and  privileged  to 
act  for  herself.  Now  she  could  choose  her 
own  place  of  residence — could  travel  or  sit 
still  just  as  she  pleased.  It  seemed  natural 
to  Jim  that  she  should  ask  him  to  stay- 
to  dinner,  and  that  he  should  accept  the 
invitation. 

So  they  dined  together — they  three. 

*  Tell  me,'  Gertrude  said,  *  the  name  of 
the  champagne  you  used  to  like.' 

*  Oh,  any  wine  will  do  for  me,'  Jim 
answered  abruptly. 

'  Yes,  but  I  know  there  was  a  wine  you 
did  especially  like — a  champagne  of  some 
brand.     My  mother  knew  all  about  it,  and 
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always  ordered  it  for  you.      Please  let  me 
do  the  same/ 

Jim  felt  a  little  astonished  that  she  should 
thus  talk  of  her  mother  in  connection  with 
so  trivial  a  subject.  Perhaps  his  face  showed 
in  its  expression  something  like  the  thought, 
for  she  looked  at  him  fixedly,  and  then 
said  : 

'  You  wonder  at  my  speaking  of  my 
mother  in  that  way  ?  Yes,  I  know  you  do. 
But  do  you  really  think  my  mother  is 
actually  dead — dead — dead  for  me  ?' 

Jim  was  unable  to  make  any  reply. 

Gertrude  replied  for  herself. 

'  My  mother  is  just  as  much  alive  for 
me  now  as  if  she  sat  by  my  side,'  Gertrude 
calmly  declared.  '  It  is  only  as  if  I  were 
here  and  she  were  in  San  Remo.  It  is 
only  a  question  of  the  time  of  separation  ; 
we  shall  meet  again  soon  or  late.  She 
lives  for  me  still,  and  I  for  her.  I  don't 
believe  in  death.  There  is  no  such  thing 
as  death  !* 
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'  In  that  sense,'  said  Jim,  *  you  speak  the 
truth.  There  is  no  such  thing  as  death ; 
but  we  commonplace  mortals  cannot  feel 
so  nobly  and  so  purely  as  that.  I  cannot. 
To  me  death  is  death.' 

'  And  to  me,'  said  Clelia  sadly.  '  I  agree 
with  you.  I  admire  Gertrude  for  taking 
so  exalted  a  view  of  life  and  of  eternity  ; 
but  I  cry  over  my  losses,  and  I  think  them 
my  losses,  all  the  same.' 

'  I  believe  in  the  continuity  of  humanity,' 
said  Gertrude  solemnly. 

*  I  suppose  I  do,  too,  if  I  quite  knew 
what  it  was,'  Clelia  declared  ;  '  but  I  don't 
think  I  do  know.  And,  besides,  darling 
Gertrude,  you  are  peculiar  in  one  way. 
When  you  continue  your  humanity  into 
another  world,  there  is  no  one  hkely  to  be 
there  whom  you  will  dread  to  meet.  Some 
others  are  not  so  lucky.  You  will  go  to 
rejoin  your  mother.  There  are  women 
who — well,  I  adored  my  mother,  and  if 
she    alone    could   claim   me   in   the   other 
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world,  ah  !  then  I  should  be  glad  to  say 
that  there  was  no  such  thing  as  death  !' 

Jim  was  astonished.  He  had  never 
before  heard  Miss  Vine,  as  he  must  still 
call  her,  make  such  open  allusion  to  the 
peculiar  conditions  of  her  life.  He  was 
touched  by  the  confidence  it  showed  be- 
tween her  and  Gertrude — between  her  and 
him. 

'  No,'  Gertrude  said  decisively,  and  as 
one  who  felt  that  the  time  had  come  to 
close  the  discussion,  '  I  never  could  admit 
that  my  mother  was  dead  to  me.  She  is 
not ;  she  is  alive  for  me  ;  she  is  with  me 
always.' 

Jim  looked  up  at  her,  and  he  could  see 
that,  for  all  her  convictions,  and  for  all  her 
confidence,  and  for  all  her  refusal  to  recog- 
nise the  existence  of  such  a  thing  as  death, 
her  eyes  now,  and  for  the  first  time,  were 
swimming  in  tears.  Alas !  set  up  any 
theory  of  life  or  death  you  will,  life  and 
death  remain  life  and  death,  and  are  proven 
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by  our  own  tears  as  well  as  by  our  own 
smiles.  Jim  was  sure  that  Gertrude's 
theory  commanded  her  mind,  but  he  was 
equally  sure  that  it  did  not  command  her 
heart,  and  he  could  see  for  himself  that  it 
had  no  manner  of  control  over  the  tears  in 
her  eyes. 

'  Come,'  said  Clelia  courageously ;  '  all 
this  time  we  have  not  ordered  the  cham- 
pagne, and  we  don't  even  know  what  we 
are  to  order.  Do  you  know,  Mr.  Conrad, 
a  man  told  me  not  very  long  ago  that  he 
felt  sure  a  woman's  only  idea  of  dinner — 
apart,  of  course,  from  a  regular  dinner-party 
— was  something  on  a  tray.  Do  you  think 
we  are  as  bad  as  that }' 

'  Well,  not  all  of  you,'  Jim  said,  de- 
lighted to  give  the  talk  a  little  brighter 
flow. 

Then  they  talked  of  many  things.  The 
girls  unfolded  some  of  their  vague  plans  to 
Jim  ;  Jim  found  in  his  mind  some  objection 
to  every  one  of  them.     His  first  w^ish  was 
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that  they  should  stay  in  London  while  he 
was  there  ;  but  he  had,  to  do  him  justice, 
a  stronger  and  a  deeper  feeling  than  that. 
He    knew    that    they    could    not   possibly 
settle  on  any  plans  until  Clelia  had  become 
possessed  of  the  story  he  had  to  tell  her. 
It  was  a  grim  duty  he  had  to  perform,  but 
he  had  to  perform   it.     He  wondered  to 
himself  whether  he  should  get  a  chance  of 
speaking  to  her  alone  that  night,  or  whether 
he  should  have  to  go  away  without  telling 
her  anything,  and  then  write  to  her  and 
ask  her  to  see  him  and  hear  what  he  had  to 
say.    He  felt  as  if  he  could  not  speak  before 
Gertrude,  although  he  had  not  the  slightest 
doubt    that    whatever    he    told    to    Clelia 
would    be    told   at   once   by  her   to   Miss 
Morefield. 

The  dinner  passed  over.  Jim  was  allowed 
to  smoke  a  cigarette  ;  he  would  have  been 
allowed  to  smoke  a  cigar  if  only  he  had  had 
the  courage  to  ask  for  such  a  permission. 
The    windows    were   open,    and    the    soft 


JIM  AN  UNWELCOME  MESSENGER  i8i 

spring  air  of  the  twilight  came  freely  in. 
The  lamps  were  lighted. 

*  Oh/  Gertrude  said  abruptly,  and  rising 
from  her  chair,  'I  must  finish  a  letter.  Do 
excuse  me ;  and  please,  Clelia,  don't  let 
Mr.  Conrad  go  until  I  come  back — I  shan't 
be  long.' 

'  Oh,  I  shan't  go,'  Jim  replied. 

Then  Clelia  and  he  were  alone,  and 
Clelia  turned  to  him  with  an  impatient 
look. 

'  Come,'  she  said  eagerly  ;  '  you  have 
something  to  tell  me.  I  see  it  in  your 
eyes ;  I  saw  it  all  the  evening.' 

*  I  have  something  to  tell  you.  Do 
you  know  who  is  in  town,  and  has  seen 
you  V 

Clelia's  eyebrows  contracted,  and  she 
pressed  her  hand  suddenly,  unwittingly, 
against  her  heart,  and  a  flush  came  over 
her  face ;  she  had  not  in  her  mind  the 
slightest  doubt  as  to  what  she  was  going 
to  hear. 
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'  Tell  me/  was  all  she  said. 

*  Your  husband  is  in  town,  and  has  seen 
you.' 

*  Oh  God  !'  she  murmured ;  then  her 
head  sank. 

*  Yes,  it  is  true,'  Jim  said.  '  I  came  to 
tell  you.' 

'But  how  do  you  know?'  she  asked, 
somewhat  defiantly,  lifting  her  head  again, 
and  looking  fixedly  into  his  face.  '  Who 
told  you  ?  I  never  told  you  even  his 
name.' 

'  No,  you  never  did,  but  I  know  it  now. 
You  are  Lady  Rose.' 

*  Lady  Rose  .?  Lady  ?  Is  his  father 
dead  ?' 

'  Yes,  and  your  very  question  settles  it 
all  for  me.  Your  husband  is  now  Sir 
Francis  Rose.  You  were  once  called 
Rosita  by  him  because  of  his  family  name, 
were  you  not  ?  and  he  called  himself 
Francisco.  And  I  found  the  ring  which 
you   threw  away  one   day  in   the   Bois  de 
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Boulogne,  and  I  little  thought  when  I 
found  it  that  I  should  ever  come  to  know 
you  and  to — and — yes — yes — I  can't  help 
it — and  to  love  you/ 

*  Oh,  hush,  hush,  my  friend  !'  she  said 
in  a  low  and  frightened  tone  ;  '  you  must 
not  talk  like  that ;  you  must  not  think  like 
that.' 

'  I  can't  think  any  other  way,'  Jim  said 
doggedly.  '  I  shall  think  of  you  always 
like  that.  But  I'll  not  speak  about  it,  if 
you  like.  No,  never  once  again.  I  can 
promise  that  —  that's  about  all  I  can 
promise.  After  all,  what  does  it  matter  to 
you  whether  I  love  you  or  not  ?  It  is  no 
fault  of  yours  if  I  do  love  you.' 

^  It  does  matter  to  me  ever  so  much,' 
she  interrupted.  '  I  want  you  to  be  happy, 
and  you  can't  be  happy  if  you  throw  your 
love  away ' 

*  It's  my  own  love,'  Jim  replied,  in  the 
same  tone  and  mood.  '  Let  me  throw  it 
where  I  like.     You  can't  prevent  me.' 
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'  I  can't,  indeed  ;  I  wish  I  could  !  And 
I  believe  all  you  say,  and  I  almost  wish  I 
didn't.  And  so  you  found  that  ring  ?' 
she  said  eagerly,  turning  the  perilous  talk 
away. 

'  I  found  it,  yes  ;  why  did  you  throw  it 
away  ?  It  was  you  who  threw  it  away,  of 
course  ?' 

*  Oh  yes,  it  was  I.' 

*  Yes,  I  knew  that ;  I  figured  it  all  out, 
but  only  lately — quite  lately.  It  cost  me 
many  sleepless  nights  before  that,  I  can  tell 
you.' 

'  Poor  boy  !'  she  said  gently  and  com- 
passionately. '  What  led  you  to  take  any 
interest  in  the  ring  of  somebody  utterly 
unknown  to  you  ?' 

*  How  could  I  tell  you  .?  It  was  fate,  I 
suppose  ;  at  least,  that  is  the  grand  way  in 
which  the  writers  of  romance  would  put 
it.  I  knew  from  the  very  moment  when 
I  picked  it  up  that  it  would  have  some- 
thing to  do  with  my  life,  and  so  it  has — so 
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it  has.     Tell   me  :   why  did  you  throw  it 
away  ?' 

'  My  friend,  I  can't  tell  you  that.  I 
have  so  much  sense  of  loyalty  and  of  what 
you  men  call  honour — and  which  you  say 
is  unknown  to  women ' 

'  I  never  said  anything  of  the  kind,  and 
I  never  thought  anything  of  the  kind,'  Jim 
grumbled  out. 

*  Well,  never  mind  ;  I  only  meant  some 
men.  I  have  so  much  of  the  sense  of 
loyalty  and  of  honour  left  in  me  that  I  will 
not  arraign  my  husband  to  anyone — even 
to  Gertrude,  even  to  you.  There  !  let  us 
be  done  with  that.  Tell  me :  does  he 
know  that  he  saw  me  }  Does  he  know 
that  I  am  in  London  ?' 

'  I  think  not.  But  if  he  cares  to 
take  the  pains,  he  can  easily  enough  find 
out.' 

'  He  will  not  care  to  take  the  pains.  I 
am  nothing  to  him.' 

'  I  read  him  differently,'  said  Jim  sadly. 
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She  looked  at  him  with  a  glance  of  keen 
inquiry,  but  she  restrained  herself  and  said 
nothing  on  that  subject. 

*  You  must  tell  me  about  the  finding  of 
that  ring/  she  said,  '  another  time,  not 
now.  And  you  must  give  me  back  the 
ring/ 

'  If  you  wish  for  it,  certainly/ 

*  If  I  wish  for  it  !  Yes.  If  I  could 
wish  for  anything  !  I  only  wish  I  could 
wish  for  anything — even  for  the  moon  !' 

She  smiled  a  wild  smile,  and  the  heart 
of  the  young  man  was  touched  to  the  very 
quick.  He  longed  to  touch  her  hand  in 
merest  token  of  sympathy,  but  he  did  not 
dare  to  do  it.  Indeed,  to  what  purpose 
should  he  do  it?  She  knew  all  that  he 
felt  just  as  well  as  he  did.  A  pressure  of 
the  hand  would  make  no  difference.  Into 
the  story  of  her  life  love  was  now  forbidden 
to  come. 

Clelia  recovered  her  composure  in  a 
moment,  and  spoke  in  quiet,  subdued  tones. 
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'  You  shall  tell  me  about  the  ring  another 
time.  Gertrude  will  be  back  in  a  few 
moments.' 

'  What  do  you  mean  to  tell  her  V 

'  About  what  ?' 

'  Well,  about  what  I  have  just  told 
you.' 

*  About  my  husband  being  in  London  ?' 
'Yes.' 

'  Oh,  I  shall  tell  her  that  he  is  in  Lon- 
don. I  shall  tell  her,  my  friend,  all  that 
I  tell  to  you — but  no  more.  She  will  not 
ask  to  know  any  more.  She  has  full 
trust  in  me — you  have  full  trust  in  me  ?' 

'  I  have  indeed,'  he  said  fervently.  '  I 
trust  in  you  as  I  trust  in  heaven.' 

'  Generosity  of  youth  !  Take  care  that 
you  don't  turn  out  cynical  later  on,  and 
talk  of  women  as  if  they  were  beings 
that  came  from  a  different  place — not 
heaven.  Is  not  that  the  fashion  of  the 
present  day  V 

*  I  know  nothing  of  the  fashions  of  the 
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present  day/  Jim  said  vehemently.  '  I 
know  what  I  think  about  you.' 

'  Thank  you/  she  said  gently. 

'  Look  here,  hadn't  you  better  think  of 
leaving  London  soon  ?  I  don't  want  you 
to  go,  but  would  it  not  be  well  ?' 

*  To  avoid  being  seen  ?' 

'  Yes  ;  perhaps  to  avoid  being  per- 
secuted.' 

*  Oh,  there  is  no  fear,'  she  said,  not  with- 
out bitterness.  '  Why  should  he  persecute 
me  ?  It  was  not  from  me  it  came.  Well, 
well,  well,  never  mind.  Still,  if  Gertrude 
wishes  to  go,  I  shall  have  no  wish  to  stay. 
There  is  nothing  to  keep  me  in  London.' 

'  Nothing  ?'  poor  Jim  asked,  quite  for- 
getting himself  for  the  moment,  and  put- 
ting a  question  which  he  ought  not  to 
have  put. 

She  turned  on  him  with  a  look  of  kind- 
ness and  compassion. 

'  Nothing  !'  she  said  firmly.  '  The  less 
you  and  I  see  of  each  other  for  the  present 
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— ah,  perhaps  for  ever — the  better.    Hush ! 
here  is  Gertrude.' 

And  Gertrude  came  into  the  room,  and 
they  talked  about  things  in  general. 

*  Don't  leave  town  without  letting  me 
know/  Jim  said,  as  he  was  getting  up  to 
say  good-bye. 

'  Oh  no  !  surely  not,'  Gertrude  said, 
with  round  wondering  eyes  at  his  words. 

Why,  she  asked  herself,  should  he 
imagine  that  they  would  leave  town  with- 
out letting  him  know .? 

Jim  saw  her  surprised  look,  and  knew 
he  had  said  a  stupid  thing.  His  heart  was 
touched.  He  could  not  bring  himself 
readily  to  believe  that  the  girl  cared  about 
him  ;  but  the  mere  fact  that  her  closest 
friend  had  told  him  that  she  did  care 
about  him  seemed  to  bring  Gertrude  into 
a  relation  of  unspoken  sympathy  to  him. 
He  did  not  disguise  from  himself  the  truth 
that  he  had  not  of  late  been  thinking  very 
much   about   her   at    all.      He    had    been 
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absorbed  in  his  own  love-afFair :  he  had 
no  time  or  thought  for  her.  He  was  like 
everybody  else  in  this — man  and  woman. 
Nothing  is  so  self-centred  as  love ;  no,  not 
even  hunger,  not  even  thirst. 

Jim  made  no  attempt  to  set  right  his 
blunder,  and  he  took  his  leave,  with  per- 
mission to  call  again  next  day,  and  any 
day  as  long  as  the  girls  remained  in  town. 
The  moment  he  got  into  the  street  his 
mind  was  again  absorbed  in  Clelia.  Ger- 
trude dropped  wholly  out  of  his  considera- 
tion. He  would  have  thought  of  her,  if 
he  had  time ;  but  then  he  had  not  time. 
He  was  wholly  taken  up  with  Clelia. 
Some  of  her  words  puzzled  him.  He 
turned  over  and  over  again  what  she  said 
about  her  loyalty  to  her  husband.  '  Can 
it  be,'  he  asked  himself  with  a  pang, 
'  that  in  her  heart  there  is  even  still  some 
trace  of  love  for  him  ?  Can  it  be  that  she 
would  even  yet  be  open  to  his  talk  and  to 
his  persuasions  if  he  chose  to  exert  them  ?' 
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And  then  again  for  one  moment  he  put 
the  question  to  himself:  Would  it  not  be 
better  that  she  should  go  back  to  him,  and 
make  the  best  of  her  married  life,  since 
she  was  married  and  could  not  escape 
from  marriage  ?'  But  '  No,  no,  no  !'  Jim 
resolutely  said  to  himself;  '  with  that  man 
she  never  could  be  happy  ;  with  that  man 
she  never  could  live  !'  Poor  Jim  believed 
that  he  was  absolutely  unselfish,  and  was 
thinking  only  about  her  when  he  came  to 
this  conclusion.  Perhaps  he  was.  Cer- 
tainly, the  more  he  had  seen  of  Sir  Francis 
Rose,  the  greater  and  more  growing  had 
been  his  suspicion,  or  his  conviction,  that 
behind  all  that  gay  and  reckless  and  debon- 
air exterior  there  was  in  hiding  and  on 
the  watch  a  reckless,  afselfish,  and  a  ruth- 
less nature.  Why  he  thought  all  this  he 
could  not  explain  ;  but  it  had  for  a  long 
time  back  been  borne  in  upon  him. 

*  Well,'  he  said  to  himself  at  last — and 
the     assurance    brought    him    some    poor 
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and  pitiful  little  comfort — '  he  has  no 
motive  in  trying  to  win  her  back.  He 
has  nothing  to  get  by  her.' 

In  which  self-offered  assurance  Jim 
made  two  mistakes  :  one  as  to  character, 
and  one  as  to  fact. 


END    OF    VOL.    II. 
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Cameron  (Mrs.  H.  Lovett),  Novels  by.     Post  8vo,  illust.  bds.  25.  ea. 

Juliet's  Guardian.  I  Deceivers  Ever. 

Carlyle  (Jane  Welsh),  Life  of.     By  Mrs.  Alexander  Ireland.    With 

Portrait  and  Facsimile  Letter.    Small  demy  Svo,  cloth  extra,  ^s.  6d. 

Carlyle  (Thomas).— On  the  Choice  of  Books.    Post  8vo,  cl.,  u.  6rf. 

Correspondence  of  Thomas   Carlyle   and  R.  W.  Emerson,   1839-1872.     Edited  by 
C.  E.  Norton.     With  Portraits.    Two  Vols.,  crown  Svo,  cloth,  24?. 

Carruth  (Hayden).— The  Adventures  of  Jones.    With  17  Illustra- 

tions.    Fcap.  Svo,  cloth,  is. 

Chambers  (Robert  W.),  Stories  of  Paris  Life  by.    Long  fcap.  8vo, 

cloth,  2J.  6d.  each. 

The  King  In  Yellow. |        In  the  Quarter. 

Chapman's  (George),  Works.    Vol.  I.,  Plays  Complete,  including  the 

Doubtful  Ones.— Vol.  II.,  Poems  and  Minor  Translations,  with   Essay  by  A.  C.  SWINBURNE.— Vol. 
III..  Translations  of  the  Iliad  and  Odyssey.    Three  Vols.,  crown  Svo,  cloth,  6s.  each. 

Chappie  (J.  Mitchell).— The  Minor  Chord:  The  Story  of  a  Prima 

Donna.     Crown  Svo,  cloth,  y.  6d. 

Chatto  (W.  A.)  and  J.  Jackson.— A  Treatise  on  Wood  Engraving, 

Historical  and  Practical.    With  Chapter  by  H.  G.  BOHN,  and  450  fine  Illusts.   Large  4to.  half-leather,  zSx. 

Chaucer  for  Children :  A  Golden  Key.    By  Mrs.  H.  R.  Haweis.  With 

8  Coloured  Plates  and  30  Woodcuts.    Crown  4to,  cloth  extra,  y.  6d. 
Chaucer  for  Schools.    By  Mrs.  H.  R.  Haweis.    Demy  8vo,  cloth  limp.  2s.  6d. ^ 

Chess,  The  Laws  and  Practice  of.     With  an  Analysis  of  the  Open-- 

ings.     By  HOWARD  STAUNTON.    Edited  by  R.  B.  WORMALD.    Crown  Svo,  cloth,  5J. 
The  Minor  Tactics  of  Chess  :  A  Treatise  on  the  Deployment  of  the  Forces  in  obedience  to  Stra- 
tegic Principle.    By  F.  K.  YOUNG  and  E.  C.  HOWELL.     Long  fcap.  Svo,  cloth,  is.  6d. 
The  Hastings  Chess  Tournament  Book  (Aug. -Sept.,  1895).    Containing  the  Official  Report  of 
the  231  Games  played  in  the  Tournament,  with  Notes  by  the  Players,  and  Diagrams  of  Interesting 
Positions;    Portraits  and  Biographical  Sketches  of  the  Chess  Masters;    and  an  Account  of  tha 
congress  and  its  surroundings.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  js.  6d.  net. [Shortly. 

Clare  (Austin).— For  the  Love  of  a  Lass.    PostSvo.  25.  :  cl..2y.  6//. 
Clive  (Mrs.  Archer),  Novels  by.     Post  8vo,  illust.  boards,  25.. each. 

Paul  FerroU.  i         Why  Eaol  FerroU  KUlQd  hl«  Wife.. 
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Clodd  (Edward,  F.R.A.S.).— Myths  and  Dreams.     Cr.  8vo,  35.  6i. 
Cobban  (J.  Maclaren),  Novels  by. 

The  Cure  of  Souls.    Post  8vo,  Illustrated  boards,  is. 

The  Red  Sultan.    Crown  8vo,  doth  extra,  y.dcL  ;  post  8%'o,  illustrated  boards,  zr. 

The  Burden  of  Isabel.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra.  3^^.  6rf. 

Coleman  ^John).— Players  and  Playwrights  I  have  Known.  Two 

Vols.,  den-.y  Svo.  cloth.  iu. 

Coleridge  (M.  E.).— The  Seven  Sleepers  of  Ephesus.   Cloth,  15.  6i. 
Collins  (C.  Allston).— The  Bar  Sinister.     Post  8vo.  boards,  25. 
Collins  (John  Churton,  M.A.),  Books  by. 

Illustrations  of  Tennyson.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  ts. 

Jonathan  Swift ;  A  Biographical  and  Critical  Study.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra.  8j. 

Collins  (Mortimer  and  Frances),  Novels  by. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3J.  (xi.  each ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2f.  each. 
Prom  Midnight  to  Midnight.  I  Blacksmith  and  Scholar. 

Transmigration.  I        Yon  Play  me  False.        |        A  Village  Comedy. 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  ■zs.  each. 
S'greet  Anne  Pa^e.   |     A  Fight  with  Fortune.  |    S«^eet  and  T'wenty.     |   Frances. 

Collins  (Wilkie),  Novels  by. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  y.  dd.  each  ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  "is.  each  ;  cloth  limp,  2j.  fid.  each. 
Antonlna.    With  a  Frontispiece  by  Sir  JOHN  Gilbert,  R.A. 
Basil.    lUustrated  by  Sir  John  Gilbert,  R.  A.,  and  J.  Mahoney. 
Hide  and  Seek.    lUustrated  by  Sir  John  Gilbert,  R.  a.,  and  J.  Mahokev. 
After  Dark.    With  Illustrations  by  A.  B.  Houghton.         |        The  Two  Destinies. 
The  Dea^  Secret.    With  a  Frontispiece  b>' Sir  John  Gilbert,  R.A. 
Queen  of  Hearts.    With  a  Frontispiece  '^y  Sir  JOHN  Gilbert,  R.  A. 

The  Woman  in  White.    With  lUustrations  by  Sir  John  Gilbert,  R.A.,  and  F.  A.  Fraser. 
No  Name.    With  Illustrations  by  Sir  J.  E.  MiLLAiS,  R.A.,  and  A.  W.  COOPER. 
My  Miscellanies.    With  a  Steel-plate  Portrait  of  WiLKlE  COLLINS. 
Armadale.    With  Illustrations  by  G.  H.  Thomas. 

The  Moonstone.    With  Illustrations  by  G.  Du  MAURIER  and  F.  A.  FrasER. 
Man  and  Wife.    With  Illustrations  by  William  Small. 
Poor  Miss  Finch.    Illustrated  by  G.  Du  Maurier  and  Edward  Hughes. 
Miss  or  Mrs.  ?  With  lUustrations  by  S.  L.  FiLDES,  R.  A.,  and  Henry  Woods,  A.R.  A. 
The  New  Magdalen.    Illustrated  bv  G.  Du  Maurier  and  C.  S.  Reinhardt. 
The  Frozen  Deep.    Illustrated  by  G.  Du  Maurier  and  I.  Maho.vey. 
The  Law  and  the  Lady.    With  Illustrations  bv  S.  L.  Fildes,  R.A.,  and  S'V'dney  Hall. 
The  Haunted  Hotel.    With  Illustra:ion=  by  ARTHUR  HOPKi.xs. 

The  Fallen  Leaves.  (        Heart  and  Science.  I        The  Evil  Genius. 

Jezebel's  Daughter.  •  I  Say  No.'  Little  Novels.    Frontis. 

The  Black  Robe.  |        A  Rogue's  Life.  I        The  Legacy  of  Cain. 

Blind  Love.    With  a  Preface  by  Sir  Walter  Besant,  and  Illustrations  by  A.  ForeStier. 

Popular  Editions.    Medium  Svo,  (,d.  each ;  cloth,  -u.  each. 
The  Woman  in  White.  I         The  Moonstone. 


The  Woman  in  White  and  The  Moonstone  in  One  Volume,  medium  Svo,  cloth,  zr. 

Colman's  (George)  Humorous  Works:  'Broad  Grins," 'My  Night- 

gown  and  Slippers,'  &c.    With  Life  and  Frontispiece.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  ts.  6d. 

Colquhoun  (M.  J.).— Every  Inch  a  Soldier.  Post  Svo,  boards,  25. 
Colt°breaking,  Hints  on.  By  W.  M.  Hutchison.  Cr.  Svo,  cl.,  35.  6d. 
Convalescent  Cookery.  By  Catherine  Ryan.  Cr.  Svo,  i^. ;  el.,  is.  6d. 
Conway  (Moncure  D.),  Works  by. 

Demonology  and  Devll-Lore.    With  65  Illustrations.    Two  Vols.,  demy  8vo,  cloth,  23j, 
George  Washington's  Rules  of  Civility.    Fcap.  8vo,  Japanese  vellum,  zs.  6d. 

Cook  (Dutton),  Novels  by. 

Paul  Foster's  Daughter.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  dd. ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Leo.    Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  zj. ^_^ 

Cooper  (Edward  H.).— Geoffory  Hamilton.     Cr.  Svo,  cloth,  35.  6<j. 
Cornwall.— Popular  Romances  of  the  West  of  England  ;  or,  The 

DroUs,  Traditions,  and  Superstitions  of  Old  Com-walL    Collected  bv  ROBERT  HUNT,  F.R.S.     With 
two  Steel  Plates  by  GEORGE  CRUIKSH.ank.    Crown  8vo,  cloth.  Ts.6d^ " 

Cotes  (V.  Cecil).— Two  Girls  on  a  Barge.     With  44  Illustrations  by 

F.  H.  TOWNSEND.    Post  8vo,  cloth,  7s.  6d. 


CHATTO  &  WINDUS.  PUBLISHERS,  PICCADILLY. 


Craddock  (C.  Egbert),  Stories  by 

The  Prophet  of  the  Great  Smoky  Mount) 
Hie  Y>nlBhed  Star.    Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra.  3s.  6d. 


The  Prophet  of  the  Great  Smoky  Mountaina.    Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  os. 
le-     -  - 


Cram    (Ralph  Adams).— Black  Spirits  and  White.     Fcap.  8vo, 

cloth   IS.  td. 

Crellin  (H.  N.)    Books  by. 

llomaneee  of  the  Old  Seraglio.    With  28  Illustrations  by  S.  L.  Wood.  Crown  8vo.  cloth,  3;.  id. 

Tales  of  the  Caliph.    Crown  8vo.  cloth,  zr. 

The  MaKarenee »  A  Drama.    Crown  8vo.  u. 

Crlm  (Matt.).— Adventures  of  a  Fair  Rebel.     Crown  8vo,  cloth 

extra,  with  a  Frontispiece  by  DAN.  BEARD,  y.  td. ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2j. 

Crockett  (S.  R.)  and  others.  —  Tales  of  Our  Coast.      By  S.  R. 

Crockett,  Gilbert  Parker,  Harold  Frederic,  'Q.,'  and  w.  Clark  Russell.    With  \% 
lUustrarions  by  FRANK  Brangwyn.    Crown  8vo.  cloth,  y.  bd. \Shortly. 

Croker   (Mrs.  B.  M.),    Novels  by.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3*.  6rf. 

each ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards  is.  each  ;  cloth  limp,  sj.  dd.  each. 
Pretty  Mlae  NeTille.  I      Diana  Harrington.  |      A  Family  Ukeneee. 

A  Bird  of  Passage.  |      Proper  Pride.  I      •  To  Let.' 

Ylllage  Tales  and  Jungle  Tragedies. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  -xs.  6d.  each. 

Mr.  Jervls.  1       The  Real  L,ady  Hilda. 

Married  or  Single?    Three  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  ly.  net. 

Cruikshank's  Comic  Almanack.     Complete  in  Two  Series:   The 

First,  from  1835  to  1843 ;  the  SECOND,  from  1844  to  185^.  A  Gatheringr  of  the  Best  Humour  of 
Thackeray,  Hood,  Mavhew,  albert  Smith,  A'Beckett,  Robert  Brough,  &c.  With 
numerous  Steel  Engravings  and  Woodcuts  by  GEORGE  CRUIKSHANK,  HINE,  LandeLLS.  &c. 
Two  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth  gilt,  ^s.  6d.  each. 
The  Life  of  George  Crulkshank.  By  Blanchard  Jerrold.  With  84  Illustrations  and  a 
Bibliography.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Cumming  (C.  F.  Gordon),  Works  by.    Demy  8vo,  cl.  ex.,  85.  6d.  ea. 

In  the  Hebrides.    With  an  Autotype  Frontispiece  and  23  Illustrations. 

In  the  Himalayas  and  on  the  Indian  Plains.    With  42  Illustrations. 

T'wo  Happy  Years  in  Ceylon,    with  2s  Illustrations. 

Via  Corn'Wrall  to  Egypt.    With  a  Photogravure  Frontispiece.    Demy  8vo,  cloth,  js.  M. 

Cussans  (John  E.).— A  Handbook  of  Heraldry;  with  Instructions 

for  Tracing  Pedigrees  and  Deciphering  Ancient  MSS.,  &c.    Fourth  Edition,  revised,  with  408  Woodcuts 
and  2  Coloured  Plates.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6j. 

Cyples  (W.).— Hearts  of  Gold.    Cr.  Svo,  cl.,  35.  6i. ;  post  Svo.  bds. ,  25. 
Daniel    (George).— Merrie   England  in  the  Olden  Time.    With 

Illustrations  by  Robert  CRUIKSHANK.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  eitra.  3J.  6rf. ' 

Daudet  (Alphonse).— The  Evangelist;  or,  Port  Salvation.  Crown 

8vo.  cloth  extra,  y.  6d. ;  post  8yo,  illustrated  boards,  2J. 

Davenant  (Francis,  M.A.).— Hints  for  Parents  on  the  Choice  of 

a  Profession  for  their  Sons  when  Starting  in  Life.    Crown  8vo,  is.  :  cloth,  is.  6d. 

Davidson  (Hugh  Coleman).— Mr.  Sadler's  Daughters.      With  a 

Frontispiece  by  STANLEY  WOOD.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3J.  6d. 

Davies  (Dr.  N.  E.  Yorke-),  Works  by.    Cr.  Svo,  15.  ea.;  cl.,  is.  6d.  ea. 

One  Thoasand  Medical  Maxims  and  Surgical  Hints. 
Mnrsery  Hints  t  A  Mother's  Guide  in  Health  and  Disease. 
Foods  for  the  Fat :  A  Treatise  on  Corpulency,  and  a  Dietary  for  its  Cure. 
Aids  to  liOng  Life.    Crown  Svo,  aj.  ;  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 


Davies*  (Sir  John)  Complete  Poetical  Works.   Collected  and  Edited, 

with  Introduction  and  Notes,  by  Rev.  A.  B.  GrOSART,  D.D.    Two  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth,  i2j. 

Dawson  (Erasmus,  M.B.).— The  Fountain  of  Youth.    Crown  Svo, 

cloth  extra,  with  Two  Illustrations  by  HUME  NiSBET.  y.  6d. ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  ar. 

De  Guerin  (Maurice),  The  Journal  of.    Edited  by  G.  S.  Trebutien. 

With  a  Memoir  by  Sainte-BeUVE.    Translated  from  the  20th  French  Edition  by  JESSIE  P.  FROTH 
INGHAM.    Fcap.  Svo,  half-bound,  2J.  6rf.  

De  Maistre  (Xavier).— A  Journey  Round  my  Room.    Translated 

by  Sir  HENRY  Attwell.    Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  -zs.  M. 

De  Mille  (James).— A  Castle  in  Spain.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  with 

a  Frontispiece,  y.  td.  ;  post  Svo.  illustrated  boards,  g^. 

Derby  (The) :  The  Blue  Ribbon  of  the  Turf.    With  Brief  Accounts 

©f  THE  Oaks.    By  Louis  Henry  Curzon.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  limp,  w.  firf. 
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berwent  (Leith),  Novels  by.    Cr.  8vo,  cl.,  3*.  6i.  ea. ;  post  8vo,  as.  ca. 

Ouj  Lady  of  Tea? ■« I        Ctf ce's  Lovera. 

Dewar  (T.  R.).— A  Ramble  Round  the  Globe.    With  220  Illustra- 

tions.    Crown  8to,  cloth  extra,  ji.  6d. 

Dickens  (Charles),  Novels  by.     Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  25.  each. 

SkAtohea  by  Box.  |       Micholaa  Mlckleby.  I       OUveF  Twiat. 

Aboot  England  with  Dlokana.    By  Alfred  Rimmer.    With  57  Illustrations  by  C.  A.  Vander. 
HOOF,  Alfred  Rimmer.  and  others.    Square  8vo,  cloth  extra,  ts.  6rf. 

Dictionaries. 

A  Dictionary  of  Mlraclea:  Imitative,  Realistic,  and  Dogmatic.    By  the  Rev.  E.  C.  Brev^-er, 

LL.D.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  is.  6d. 
Th«  Reader's  Handbook  of  Allaslona,  Refereneea,  Plots,  and  Stories.    By  the  Rev. 

E.  C.  Brewer,  LL.D.    With  an  English  Bibliography.    Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  js.  6rf. 
Authors  and  their  Works,  with  the  Dates.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  limp.  aj. 
Familiar  Short  Sayings  of  Great  Men.    With  Historical  and  Explanatory  Notes  by  Sauubl 

A.  Be.NT,  A.m.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  tj.  6ii. 
The  Slantf  Dictionary :  Et>TnoloBical.  Historical,  and  Anecdotal.    CrowTi  8vo,  cloth.  &s.  6J. 
Words,  Faots.  and  Phrases:  A  Dictionary  of  Curious,  Quaint,  and  Out-of-the-Way  Matters.  By 

Eliezer  Edwards.    Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  ^s.  td. ^^^_ 

Diderot.— The    Paradox  of  Acting:.      Translated,    with    Notes,   by 

Walter  HerrieS  Pollock,    with  Preface  by  Sir  Henry  Irving.    Crown  Svo.  parchment^  4^.  6rf. 


Dobson  (Austin),  Works  by. 

Thomas  Bewick  and  his  PudIIs.    Wi 


Thomas  Bewick  and  his  Pupils.    With  95  Illustrations.    Square  8vo.  cloth,  6t. 
Four  French  vromen.     With  Four  Portraits.     Crown  8vo,  buckram,  gilt  top.  dr. 
Sltfhteenth  Century  Vignettes.     Two  Series      Crown  8vo.  buckram.  6j-.  each.— A  Third 
Series  is  in  preparation. ^^^^ 

Dobson  (W.  T.).— Poetical  Ingenuities  and  Eccentricities.   Post 

8vo.  cloth  Imap,  is.  (xi. 

Donovan  (Dick),  Detective  Stories  by. 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  zj.  each  ;  cloth  limp,  is.  td.  each 
The  Man-Hunter.    |       Wanted. 
Caught  at  Last. 
Tracked  and  Taken. 
IITho  Poisoned  Hetty  Duncan  7 
Suspicion  Aroused. 


A  Detective's  Triumphs. 
In  the  Grip  of  the  Law. 
From  Information  Received. 
Link  by  Link.     1     Dark  Deeds. 
Riddles  Read. 


Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra.  3J.  dd.  each  ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  is.  each  ;  cloth,  is.  6d.  each. 
The  Man  from  Manchester.    With  23  Illustrations. 
Tracked  to  Doom.    With  Six  full-page  lUustrations  by  GORDON  BROWNB. 


The  Mystery  of  Jamaica  Terrace.    Crown  Svo,  doth.  y.  6d. 

Doyle  (A.  Conan).— The  Firm  of  Qirdlestone.    Cr.  8vo,  cl.,  35.  6d. 
Dramatists,  The  Old.     Crown  Svo,  cl.  ex.,  with  Portraits,  6s.  per  Vol. 

Ben   Jonson's    Works.    With  Notes,  Critical  and  Explanatory,  and  a  Biographical  Memoir  by 

William  GiFFORD.    Edited  by  Colonel  Cunningham.    Three  Vols. 
Chapman's  Works.    Three  Vols.    Vol.  I.  contains  the  Plays  complete  ;  Vol.  II.,  Poems  and  Minor 

Translations,  with  an  Essay  by  A.  C.  SWINBURNE  ;  Vol.  III.,  Translations  of  the  lUad  and  Odyssey. 
Marlowe's  Works.    Edited,  with  Notes,  by  Colonel  Cunningham.    One  Vol. 
Masslnger's  Plays.    From  Gifford'S  Text.    Edited  by  Colonel  Cunningham.    One  Vol. 

Duncan  (Sara  Jeannette :  Mrs.  Everard  Cotes),  Works  by. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  ys.  id.  each. 
A  Social  Departure.    With  m  Illustrations  by  F.  H.  Townsend. 
An  American  Girl  In  London.    With  80  Illustrations  by  F.  H.  Townsend. 
The  Simple  Adventures  of  a  Memaahlb.    With  37  Illustrations  by  F.  H.  TOWNSEND. 

Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra,  y.  6d.  each. 
A  Daughter  of  To-Day.  I        Vernon's  Aunt.    With  47  lUustratioas  by  Hal  Hurst. 

Dyer  (T.  F.  Thiselton).— The  Folk-Lore  of  Plants.    Cr.  8vo.  cl  ,  65 

Early  English  Poets.      Edited,  with  Introductions  and  Annotations, 

by  Rev.  A.  B.  GROSART.  D.D.    Crown  Svo.  cloth  boards,  6s.  per  Volume. 
Fletcher's  (Giles)  Complete  Poems.    One  Vol. 
Davles'  (Sir  John)  Complete  Poetical  Works.    Two  Vols. 
Merrick's  (Robert)  Complete  Collected  Poems.    Three  Vols. 
Sidney's  (Sir  Philip)  Complete  Poetical  Works.    Three  Vols. 

Edgcumbe  (Sir  E.  R.  Pearce).— Zephyrus:    A  Holiday  in  Brazil 

and  on  the  River  Plate.    With  41  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  sj. 

Edison,  The  Life  and  Inventions  of  Thomas  A.    By  W.  K.  Land 

Antonia  Dickson,    with  200  Illustrations  by  R.  F.  OUTCALT,  &c.     Demy  410,  cloth  gilt,     t 
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Edwardes  (Mrs.  Annie),  Novels  by. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  zs.  each. 
Archie  Iiovell.  |     A  Point  of  Honour. 


Edwards  (Eliezer).— Words,  Facts,  and  Phrases:    A  Dictionary! 

of  Curious  Quaint,  and  Out-of-the-Way  Matters.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  7J.  6tl. _^ 


Edwards  (M.  Betham-),  Novels  by. 

Kitty.    Post  8vo,  boards,  a?. ;  clqth,  zs.6d.        |        Felicia.    Post  8vo.  illustrated  boards,  at. 


Egerton  (Rev.  J.  C,  M.A.),  — Sussex  Folk  and  Sussex  Ways. 

With  Introduction  by  Rev.  Dr.  H.  WACE,  and  Four  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  y. 


Eggleston  (Edward). — Roxy  ;  A  Novel.    Post  8vo,  illust.  boards.  2S. 


Englishman's  House,  The  :  A  Practical  Guide  for  Selecting  or  Build- 

ing  a  House.     By  C.  J.  RICHARDSON.    Coloured  Frontispiece  and  534  Illusts.    Cr.  Svo,  cloth,  js.  6d. 


Ewald  (Alex.  Charles,  F.S.A.),  Works  by. 

The  Life  and  Times  of  Prince  Charles  Stuart.  Count  of  Albany  (THE  YOUNG  PRBTEN- 

DER).     With  a  Portrait.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  ys.  6d. 
Stories  from  the  State  Papers.    With  Autotype  Frontispiece.    Crown  Svo,  cloth,  6s. 


OhOVktSS    irOHl    bills     Dl,£tb«3    X'£b|JtS&'b.         v»  nil   .^ULUL^^JC   i' IUIlli3picv,c.        \^IUWll  ovu,   UiUlll,  UJ. 

Eyes,  Our  ;  How  to  Preserve  Them.     By  John  Browning.    Cr.  Svo,  is 


Familiar  Short  Sayings  of  Great  Men.     By  Samuel  Arthur  Bent, 

A.M.    Fifth  Edition,  Revised  and  Enlarged.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7J.  6d. 


Faraday   (Michael),  Works  by.     Post  Svo,  cloth  extra,  45.  6d.  each 

The  Chemical  History  of  a  Candle :  Lectures  delivered  before  a  Juvenile  Audience.    Edited 

by  WILLIAM  CROOKES,  F.C.S.    With  numerous  Illustrations. 
On  the  Various  Forces  of  Nature,  and  their  Relations  to  each  other.     Edited  by 

William  CROOKES,  F.C.S.     With  illustrations. 


Farrer  (J.  Anson),  Works  by. 

Military  Manners  and  Customs.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6^. 

War ;  Three  Essays,  reprinted  from  '  Military  Manners  and  Customs.'    Crown  Svo,  i.f. ;  cloth,  js.  6d. 


Fenn  (Q.  Manville),  Novels  by. 

Crown  Svo,  doth  extra,  y.  6d.  each  ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  ar.  each. 
The  New  Mistress.  I         Witness  to  the  Deed. 

The  Tiger  Lily :  A  Tale  of  Two  Passions. 

The  White  Virgin.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  y.  6d. 

Fin-Bee. — The  Cupboard  Papers  :  Observations  on  the  Art  of  Living 

and  Dining.    Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  ss.  6d. 


Fireworks,  The  Complete  Art  of  Making ;  or,  The  Pyrotechnist'^ 

Treasury.    By  THOMAS  KENTISH.    With  267  Illustrations.    Crown  Syo,  cloth,  y. 


First  Book,  My.  By  Walter  Besant,  Tames  Payn,  W.  Clark  Rus- 
sell, Grant  Allen,  Hall  Caine,  George  R.  Sims,  Rudyard  Kipling,  A.  Conan  Doyle,, 
M.  E.  Braddon,  F.  W.  Robinson,  H.  Rider  Haggard,  r.  m.  Ballantyne.  I.  Zangwill, 
Morley  Roberts,  d.  Christie  Murray,  Mary  Corelll  J.  K.  Jerome,  John  Strange 
Winter,  Bret  Harte,  *  Q.,'  Robert  Buchanan,  and  R.  L.  Stevenson.  With  a  Prefatory  Story 
by  Jerome  K.  Jerome,  and  185  Illustrations.    Small  demy  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7.;.  6d. 


Fitzgerald  (Percy),  Works  by. 


The  World  Behind  the  Scenes.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3J.  6«. 
Little  Enays :  Passages  from  the  Letters  of  CHARLES  Lamb.     Post  Svo,  cloth,  2S.  6rf. 
A  Day's  Tour :   A  Journey  through  France  and  Belgium.    With  Sketches.    Crown  4to,  U. 
Fatal  Zero.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  y.  6d. ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  ss. 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  ss.  each. 
Bella  Donna.  I    The  I<ady  of  Brantome.       I     The  Second  Mrs.  Tillotson. 

Polly.  I     Never  Forgotten.  |     Seventy-five  Brooke  Street. 

The  Ij|lfe  of  James  Bosiarell  (of  Auchinleck).    With  Illusts.    Two  Vols.,  demy  Svo,  cloth,  24s.   » 
The  Savoy  Opera.    With  60  Illustrations  and  Portraits.    Crown  Svo,  cloth,  jr.  6rf.  « 

sir  Henry  Irving ;  Twenty  Years  at  the  Lyceum.    With  Portrait.    Crown  Svo.  u. ;  cloth,  is.  6d^ 


Flammarion  (Camille),  Works  by. 

PopLular  Astronomy :  A  General  Description  of  the  Heavens.    Translated  by  J.  EllARD  GORE, 

F.R.A.S.    With  Three  Plates  and  288  Illustrations.    Medium  Svo,  cloth,  i6j. 
Urania ;  a  Romance.    With  87  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  sj. »} 


tjrania;  a  iv.uui<iiii.c.      trim  07  luuBnam-ms.     v,r<jwii  evo,  ciocn  exxra,  5J. g  j; 

Fletcher's   (Giles,   B.D.)    Complete  Poems:    Christ's  Victorie  i^ 

Heaven,  Christ's  Victorie  on  Earth,  Christ's  Triumph  over  Death,  and  Minor  Poems.    With  Notes  hifi 
Rev.  A.  B.  GROSART,  D.D.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  boards,  dr.  ^'C 


Fonblanque  (Albany).— Filthy  Lucre.    Post  Svo,  illust.  boards,  2S,  i' 
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Francillon  (R.  E.),  Novels  by. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  y.  6d.  each  ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2S.  each. 
One  by  One.                          I     A  Real  Qaeen.              |     A  Dog  and  hla  Shadow. 
Ropes  of  Sand.    Illustrated.       

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2J.  each. 
Queen  Cophetua.     I     Olympia.        I     Romances  of  the  Law.     t    King  or  Knave  ? 

Jack  Doyle's  Daughter.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  y.  6d. 

Esther's  Glove.    Fcap.  8vo.  picture  cover,  is. 

Frederic  (Harold),  Novels  by.     Post  8vo,  illust.  boards,  2s.  each. 

Seth's  Brother's  Wife. |        The  Lawton  Girl. 

French  Literature,  A  History  of.     By  Henry  Van  Laun.     Three 

Vols.,  demy  8vo,  cloth  boards,  yj.  6d.  each. 

Friswell  (Hain).— One  of  Two;  A  Novel.    Post  8vo,  illust.  bds.,  25. 
Frost  (Thomas),  Works  by.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6i,  each. 

circus  Life  and  Circus  Celebrities.        I        Lives  of  the  Conjurers. 

The  Old  Showmen  and  the  Old  London  Fairs. 

Fry's  (Herbert)  Royal  Guide  to  the  London  Charities.     Edited 

^by  JOH.V  Lane.     Published  Annually.    Crown  8vo.  cloth,  i.r.  6rf. 

Gardening  Books.     Post  Svo,  15.  each ;  cloth  limp.  15.  6d.  each. 

A  Year's  IBTork  in  Garden  and  Greenhouse.    By  George  Glexny. 
Household  Horticulture.    Bv  Tom  and  Jane  Ierrold.    lUustrated. 
The  Garden  that  Paid  the  ttent.    By  To.vi  Jerrold. 


My  Garden  Wild.    By  Francis  G.  Heath.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra.  6j. 

Gardner  (Mrs.  Alan).— Rifle  and  Spear  with  the  Rajpoots :  Beingj 

the  Narrative  of  a  Winter's  Travel  and  Sport  in  Northern  India.    With  numerous  Illustrations  by  the 
Author  and  F.  H.  TOWNSEND.    Demy  4to,  half-bound.  21s. 

Garrett  (Edward).— The  Capel  Girls:  A  Novel.    Crown  8vo»_ cloth 

extra,  with  two  Illustrations,  y.  6d.  ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Gaulot  (Paul).— The  Red  Shirts:   A  Story  of  the  Revolution.    Trans- 

lated  by  JOHN  DE  ViLLIERS.    With  a  Frontispiece  by  STANLEY  Wood.    Crown  Svo.  cloth,  y.  M. 

Gentleman's    Magazine,    The.       is.    Monthly.       Contains  Stories, 

Articles  upon  Literature,  Science,  Biog:raphy,  and  Art,  and  '  Table  Talk'  by  SVLVANUS  URBAN. 
♦*♦  Bound  Volufnes  for  recent  years  kept  in  stock,  %s.  6rf.  each.     Cases  for  hindiiijr.  zs. 

Gentleman's  Annual,  The.     Published  Annually  in  November.     15. 
German   Popular   Stories.       Collected  by  the  Brothers  Grimm  and 

Translated  by  EDGAR  TAYLOR.    With  Introduction  by  JOHN  RUSKIN,  and  22  Steel  Plates  after 
GEORGE  CRUIKSHANK.     Square  Svo,  cloth.  &f.  (>d.  ;  gilt  edges,  7s.  6rf. 

Gibbon  (Charles),  Novels  by. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3J.  6d.  each  ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2J.  each. 

Robin  Gray.    Frontispiece.  |     The  Golden  Shaft.    Frontispiece.  1        Iiovlng  a  Dream. 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 


The  Flovirer  of  the  Forest. 

The  Dead  Heart. 

For  Lack  of  Gold. 

What  Will  the  World  Say? 

For  the  King.        |     A  Hard  Knot. 

Queen  of  the  Iffeadow. 

In  Pastures  Green. 


In  Love  and  War. 

A  Heart's  Problem. 

By  Mead  and  Stream. 

The  Braes  of  Yarrow. 

Fancy  Free.        |     Of  High  Degree. 

In  Honour  Bound. 

Heart's  Delight.     |     Blood-Money. 


Gibney  (Somerville).— Sentenced !    Crown  8vo,  15.  ;  cloth,  15.  Sd. 
Gilbert  (W.  S.),  Original  Plays  by.     In  Three  Series,  2s.  6d.  each. 

The  First  Series  contains  :  The  Wicked  World— Pygmalion  and  Galatea— Charity— The  Princess— 

The  Palace  of  Truth— Trial  by  Jury. 
The  Second  Series  ;  Broken  Hearts— Engaged— Sweethearts— Gretchen— Dan!  Druce— Tom  Cobb 

— H.M.S.  '  Pinafore  '—The  Sorcerer— The  Pirates  of  Penzance. 
The  THIRD  SERIES:   Comedy  and  Tragedy— Foggerty's  Fairj'- Rosencrantz  and  Guildenstem— 

Patience— Princess  Ida— The  Mikado— Ruddigore— The  Yeomen  of  the  Guard— The  Gondoliers- 

The  Mountebanks — Utopia. 

Eight  Original  Comic  Operas  written  by  W.  S.  Gilbert.    Containing:  The  Sorcerer— H.M.S. 

•  Pinafore  •— The    Pirates  of    Penzance— lolanthe— Patience— Princess  Ida— The  Mikado— Trial  by 

Jury.    Demy  Svo,  cloth  limp,  2S.  6d. 
The  Gilbert  and  Sullivan  Birthday  Book:  Quotations  for  Every  Day  in  the  Yen r,  selected 

from  Plays  by  W.  S.  GILBERT  set  to  Music  by  Sir  A.  SULLIVAN.    Compiled  by  ALE,\.  WATriO.V. 

Royal  i§iiio,  Japanese  leather,  ?;.  ^, 
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Gilbert  (William),  Novels  by.     Post  8vo,  illustrated  bds..  2s.  each. 

Dp.  Austin's  Gu«sts.  I       James  Duke,  Costermontfer. 

The  Wizard  of  the  Mountain. I 

Qlanville  (Ernest),  Novels  by. 

Crown  8vo,  dotli  extra,  y.  6d.  each ;  post  8vo,  iOustrated  boards,  a*,  each. 
The  Lost  Heiress  :  A  Tale  of  Love,  Battle,  and  Adventure.    With  Two  Illustrations  bjr  H.  NiSBBT. 
The  Fossiokep :  A  Romance  of  Mashonaland.    With  Two  Illustrations  by  HUMB  NISBET. 
A  Fair  Colonist.  With  a  Frontispiece  by  Stanley  Wood. 

The  Golden  Rock.    With  a  Frontispiece  by  Stanley  wood.    Crown  8to,  cloth  extra,  y.  6rf. 
Kloof  Yarns.    Crown  8vo,  picture  cover,  is. ;  cloth,  ti.  6d.  [Shortly, 

Qlenny  (George).— A  Year's  Work  in  Garden  and  Greenhouse: 

Practical  Advice  as  to  the  Management  of  the  Flower.  Fruit,  and  Frame  Garden.  Post  8to.  is.  ;  cloth,  zs.6d. 

Godwin  (William).— Lives  of  the  Necromancers.  Post  8vo,  cl..  2s. 
Golden  Treasury  of  Thought,  The :   An  Encyclopaedia  of  Quota- 

TIONS.     Edited  by  THEODORE  TAYLOR.     Crown  8vo.  cloth  gilt,  7s.  dd. 

Gontaut,  Memoirs  of  the  Duchesse  de  (Gouveraante  to  the  ChiU 

dren  of  France).  1773-1836.    With  Two  Photogravures.    Two  Vols.,  demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  2ij. 

Goodman  (E.  J.).— The  Fate  of  Herbert  Wayne.  Cr.  8vo,  y.  6d. 
Graham  (Leonard^.— The  Professor's  Wife:  A  Story.  Fcp.  8vo.  is. 
Greeks   and    Romans,  The   Life    of   the,  described  from  Antique 

Monuments.    By  ERNST  GUHL  and  W.  KONER.    Edited  by  Dr.  F.  HUEFFER.    With  545  lUustra- 
tions.     Large  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7J.  6rf. 

Greenwood  (James),  Works  by.    Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  35.  6d.  each. 

The  Wilds  of  London. I        liOvr-Llfe  Deeps. 

Greville  (Henry),  Novels  by. 

Mikanop.    Translated  by  ELIZA  E.  CHASE.    Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2J. 

A.  Moble  Woman.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  gj.  ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2j. 

Griffith  (Cecil).— Corinthia  Marazion  :  A  Novel.    Crown  Svo,  cloth 

extra,  y.  M.  ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  zj. 

A  Passage  in  the 

illustrated  boards,  2S. 


Grundy  (Sydney).— The  Days  of  his  Vanity 

Life  of  a  Young  Man.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  y.  (xl. ;  post  8vo,  illustrate( 


Habberton  (John,  Author  of  '  Helen's  Babies  '),  Novels  by. 

Post  8to,  illustrated  boards,  2J.  each  ;  cloth  limp,  is.  (xl.  each. 
Bf neten's  Bayon. I        Country  Luck. 

Hair,  The :  Its  Treatment  in  Health,  Weakness,  and  Disease.     Trans- 

lated  from  the  German  of  Dr.  J.  PlNCUS.    Crown  Svo,  \s. ;  cloth,  is.  (xi. 

Hake  (Dr.  Thomas  Gordon),  Poems  by.     Cr.  Svo,  cl.  ex.,  6s.  each. 

Mew  Symbols.             |       I<egends  of  the  Morrow.       |       The  Serpent  Play. 
Maiden  Ecstasy.    Small  4to,  cloth  extra,  8j. 

Hall   (Owen).— The  Track  of  a  Storm.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  65. 
Hall  (Mrs.  S.  C.).— Sketches  of  Irish  Character.    With  numerous 

Illustrations  on  Steel  and  Wood  by  MACLISE,  GILBERT,  HARVEY,  and  GEORGE  CRUIKSHANK. 
Small  demy  Svo,  cloth  extra,  ts.  td. ^ 

Halliday  (Andrew). — Every-day  Papers.     Post  Svo,  boards,  25. 
Handwriting:,  The  Philosophy  of.     With  over  100  Facsimiles  and 

Explanatory  Text.     By  DON  FELIX  DE  SALAMANCA.     Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  zj.  M. 

Hanky- Panky:     Easy  and  Difficult  Tricks,  White  Magic.  Sleight  of 

Hand,  &c     Edited  by  W.  H.  CREMER.    With  200  illustrations.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra.  4^.  6A 

Hardy  (Lady  Duff  us). —Paul  Wynter*s  Sacrifice.  PostSvo,  bds.,  25. 
Hardy  (Thomas).— Under  the  Greenwood  Tree.    Crown  8vo.  cloth 

extra,  with  Portrait  ana  15  Illustrations,  y.  6d. :  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2j.    cloth  limp,  aj.  6d. 

Harper  (Charles  G.),  Works  by.     Demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  165.  each. 

The  Brighton  Road.    AVith  Photogravure  Frontispiece  and  90  Illustrations. 

From  Paddlngton  to  Penzance  ;  The  Record  of  a  Summer  Tramp.    With  105  Illustrations. 

Harwood  (J.  Berwick).- The  Tenth  Earl.    Post  Svo,  boards,  as. 
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Harte's  (Bret)  Collected  Worlw.    Revised  by  the  Author.   LIBRARY 

EDITION,  in  Eight  Volumes,  ciotto  8vo,  cioth  extra,  ds.  each. 
VoL         I.  COMPLETE  POETICAL  AND  DRAMATIC  WORKS.    With  Steel-plate  Portrait. 

II.  The  Luck  of  roaring  Camp— Bohemian  Papers— American  Lege.\ds. 
„      III.  Tales  of  the  argonauts— Eastern  Sketches. 

IV.  Gabriel  Conroy.   |     Vol.  V.  Stories— Condensed  No\-el3.  &c. 
„      VI.  Tales  of  the  Pacific  Slope. 

VII.  Tales  of  the  Pacific  Slope— II.    With  Portrait  by  John  Pettib,  R.A. 
„   VIII.  Tales  of  the  Pine  and  the  Cypress. 

The  Select  Works  of  Bret  Harte,  in  Prose  and  Poetry.     With  Introductory  Essay  by  J.  M. 

Belle'.v,  Portrait  of  the  .Author,  and  50  Illustrations.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7J.  (>i. 
Bret  H&rte's  Poetical  Works.    Printed  on  hand-made  paper.     Crown  8vo.  buckram.  +r.  M. 
The  Queen  of  the  Pirate  Isle.    With  28  Original  Drawings  by  Kate  Greenaway,  reproduced 

in  Colours  by  EDMUND  EVANS.    Small  4to.  cloth,  y. 

Crown  8vo,  doth  extra,  v.  f>d.  each  ;  post  8yo,  picture  boards,  2X.  each. 
A  Wair  of  the  Plains.    With  60  illustrations  by  Stanley  L.  Wood. 
A  Ward  of  the  Golden  Gate,    with  59  lUustrations  by  STANLEY  L.  Wood. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  y.  6d.  each. 
A  Sappho  of  Green  Springs,  &c.    With  Two  Illustrations  by  Hume  Ntsbet. 
Colonel  Starbottle's  Client,  and  Some  Other  People.    With  a  Frontispiece. 
Busy:  A  Novel.     With  Frontispiece  and  Vigfnette  by  J.  A.  CHRISTIE. 


Sally  DOWS,  <S.:c.     With  47  Illustrations  by  W.  D.  ALMOND  and  others. 

A  Protegee  Of  Ja  '    "  "■ " 

The  Bell-Ringer 


A  Protegee  of  Jack  Hamlin's.    With  26  Illustrations  by  W.  Small  and  others. 

Il-Ringer  of  Angel's,  &c.    With  39  lUustrations  by  Dudley  Hardy  and  othen 
Clarence  :  A  Story  of  the  American  War.    With  Eight  Illustrations  by  A.  JULE  GOODMAN. 


Post  8to,  illustrated  boards,  ax.  each. 

I  The  Lack 

An  Heiress  of  Red  Dog,  &c.  I  Callfornlan  Stories. 


Gabriel  Conroy^    .  _    .    .  I         T**^  Luck  ofJRoarlng  Camp,  Ac. 


Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2S.  each  ;  cloth,  ir.  i,d.  each. 
Flip.  I       Maraja. j^       A  Phyllis  of  Ui«  Sierras. 

Fcap.  Syo,  picture  cover,  u.  each. 
Snow^-Bonnd  at  Eagle's. I         Jeff  Briggs's  Love  Story. 

Haweis  (Mrs.  H.  R.),  Books  by. 

The  Art  of  Beauty.    With  Coloured  Frontispiece  and  91  Illustrations.    Square  8vo,  cloth  bds.,  6*. 

The  Art  of  Decoration.    With  Coloured  Frontispiece  and  74  Illustrations.     Sq.  8to,  cioth  bds.,  &f. 

The  Art  of  Dress.    With  32  Illustrations.    Post  8vo,  is. ;  cloth,  \s.  (id. 

Chancer  for  Schools.    Demy  Svo,  cloth  limp,  ^.  td. 

Chaucer  for  Children.    With  38  Illustrations  (8  Coloured).    Crown  4to.  doth  extra,  y.  6d. 

Haweis  (Rev.  H.  R.,  M.A.),  Books  by. 

American  Humorists  :  w.^shington  Irving,  Oliver  Wendell  Holmes.  Tames  Russell 
LOWELL,  ARTEMUS  Ward.  MaRK  TWAIN,  and  BRET  Harte.  Third  Edition.  Crown  Sro, 
cloth  extra,  6j. 

Travel  and  Talk,  ISftS,  1893.  1895  :  Aiyerica— New  Zealand— Tasmania— Ceylon.  With  Pho- 
togravure  Frontispieces.     Two  Vols.,  crown  8yo,  cloth,  ■21s. [Shortly. 

Hawthorne  (Julian),  Novels  by. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3^.  td.  each     'post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  ■zs.  each. 

Garth.  I        Elllce  Quentln.  I  Beatrix  Randolph,    with  Four  lUusts. 

Sebastian  Strome.  David  Poindexter's  Dlsappearanoe, 

Fortune's  Fool.    |     Dust.    Four  Illusts.      |         The  Spectre  of  the  Camera. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  is.  each. 

Miss  Cadogna.  i         Love— or  a  Nam*. 

Mrs.  Gainsborough's  Diamonds.    Fcap.  8vo,  illustrated  cover,  ir. 

Hawthorne  (Nathaniel).— Our  Old   Home.      Annotated  with  Pas- 

sages  from  the  Author's  .Note-hooks,  and  Illustrated  with  31  Photogravures.     Two  Vols.,  cr.  Svo.  ijy. 

Heath  (Francis  George).— My  Garden  Wild,  and  What  I  Grew 

There.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  gilt  edges,  is. 

Helps  (Sir  Arthur),  Works  by.     Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  zs.  6d.  each. 

Animals  and  their  Masters. I  Social  Pressure. 

Ivan  de  Biron  ;  A  Novel    Crown  Svo,  doth  extra,  -js.  6d. :  post  Svo.  illustrated  boards,  aj. 

Henderson  (Isaac).  — Agatha  Page;  A  Novel.     Cr.  Svo.cl,  3?.  6</. 
Henty  (G.  A.),  Novels  by. 

Hujub  the  Juggler.  With  Eight  lUustrations  by  STANLEY  L,  Wood.  Crown  Sro,  doth,  «.  6d.: 
post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  zs.  ^        ' 

Dorothy's  Double.    Crown  8vo.  cloth,  y.  &/. 

Herman  (Henry).— A  Leading  Lady.     Post  8vo,  bds.,2^. ;  cl,2s.6d. 
Herrick's  (Robert)  Hesperides,  Noble  Numbers,  and  Complete 

Collected  Poems.    With  Memonal-Introduction  and  Notes  by  the  Rev.  A    B    GR03ART    D  D 
Steel  Portrait,  &c.    Three  Vols.,  crown  Svo,  doth  boards,  i8*.  '      '    " 
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Hertzka  (Dr.  Theodor).— Freeland:  A  Social  Anticipation.    Trans- 
lated by  Arthur  Ransom.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Hesse=Wartegg  (Chevalier  Ernst  von).— Tunis:    The  Land  and 

the  People.    With  22  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3J.  6ci. 

Hill  (Headon).— Zambra  the  Detective.   Post  8vo,  bds.,  25.; cl.,  2s. 6d. 
Hill  (John),  Works  by. 

Treason-Felony.    Post  8vo,  boards,  2s.        \     The  Common  Ancestor.    Cr.  8vo,  cloth,  3^.  6d. 

Hindley  (Charles),  Works  by. 

Tavern  Anecdotes  and  Sayings:   Including  Reminiscences  connected  with  Coffee  Houses, 

Clubs,  &c.    "With  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3^.  6d. 
The  Life  and  Adventures  of  a  Cheap  Jack.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  y.  6d. 

Hodges  (Sydney). —When  Leaves  were  Qreen.  3  vols., 155.  net. 

Hoey  (Mrs.  Cashel).— The  Lover^s  Creed.    Post  8vo,  boards,  25. 

Hollingshead  (John).— Niagara  Spray.     Crown  8vo.  15. 

Holmes  (Gordon,  M.D.)— The  Science  of  Voice  Production  and 

Voice  Preservation.    Crown  8vo,  is. ;  cloth,  is.  6d. 

Holmes  (Oliver  Wendell),  Works  by. 

The  Autocrat  of  the  Breakfast-Table.    lUustrated  by  J.  Gordon  Thomson.    Post  8vo,  cloth 

limp,  2J.  6rf.— Another  Edition,  post  8vo,  cloth,  2J. 
The  Autocrat  of  the  Breakfast-Table  and  The  Professor  at  the  Breakfast-Table. 

In  One  Vol.    Post  Svo,  half-bound,  gj. 

Hood's  (Thomas)  Choice  Works  in  Prose  and  Verse.     With  Life  of 

the   Author,  Portrait,  and  200  Illustrations.    Crovfe  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7^-.  6d. 

Hood's  Whims  and  Oddities.    With  85  Illustrations.    Post  Svo,  half-bound,  2J-. 

Hood   (Tom).— From   Nowhere  to   the   North    Pole:    A  Noah's 

Arkaeological  Narrative.    With  25  lUustrations  by  W.  BRUNTON  and  E.  C.  BARNES.     Cr.  8vo,  cloth,  6s. 

Hook's  (Theodore)  Choice  Humorous  Works ;  including  his  Ludi- 

crous  Adventures,  Bons  Mots,  Puns,  and  Hoaxes.    With  Life  of  the  Author,  Portraits,  Facsimiles,  and 
Illustrations.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7^-.  6d. 

Hooper  (Mrs.  Geo.).— The  House  of  Raby.    Post  8vo,  boards,  2s. 
Hopkins  (Tighe).— **Twixt  Love  and  Duty.*    Post  8vo,  boards,  25. 
Home  (R.  Hengist).  — Orion :     An  Epic  Poem.      With  Photograph 

Portrait  by  SUMMERS.    Tenth  Edition.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  ^s. ^__^__ 

Hungerford  (Mrs.,  Author  of  '  Molly  Bawn  '),  Novels  by. 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  as.  each  ;  cloth  limp,  2S.  6d.  each. 
A  Maiden  All  Forlorn.         I        In  Durance  Vile.        |        A  Mental  Struggle. 
Marvel.  I        A  Modern  Circe.        | 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  y.  6d.  each  ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  ss.  each  ;  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d.  each. 
tady  Yemer's  Flight.  |        The  Red-House  Mystery. 

The  Three  Graces.    With  6  Illustrations.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  [Shortly. 

The  Professor's  Experiment.    Three  Vols.,  crown  Svo,  15^.  net. 

A  Point  of  Conscience.    Three  Vols.,  crown  Svo,  15J.  net. 

Hunt's  (Leigh)  Essays :  A  Tale  for  a  Chimney  Corner,  &c.  Edited 

by  Edmund  Ollier.    Post  Svo,  half-bound,  ^s. 

Hunt  (Mrs.  Alfred),  Novels  by. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  y.  6d.  each  ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  zs.  each. 
The  Leaden  Casket.  I        Self-Condemned.        |        That  Other  Person. 

Thornieroft'S  Model.    Post  Svo,  boards,  2s.     |     Mrs.  Juliet.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  y.  6d. 

Hutchison  (W.  M.).— Hints  on  Colt-breaking.     With  25  Illustra- 

tions.    .Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  js.  6d. 

Hydrophobia  :  An  Account  of  M.  Pasteur's  System  ;  The  Technique  of 

his  Method,  and  Statistics.    By  RENAUD  SUZOR,  M.B.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6j. 

Hyne  (C.  J.  Cutcliffe).—  Honour  of  Thieves.    Cr.  8vo,  cloth.  35.  6d. 
Idler  (The) :    An  Illustrated   Magazine.     Edited  bv  J.  K  Jerome,     is. 

Monthly.    The  Firs"  EIGHT  VOLS,  are  now  ready,  cloth  extra,  SJ-.  each  ;  Cases  for  Binding,  is.  td.  each. 
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Impressions  (The)  of  Aureole.      Crown  8vo,  printed  on  blush-rose 

paper  and  handsomely  bound,  6j. 

Indoor  Paupers.  By  One  of  Them.  Crown  8vo,  is.  ;  cloth,  15.  6d. 
Ingelow  (Jean).— Fated  to  be  Free.  Post  8vo,  illustrated  bds.,  2s. 
Innkeeper's  Handbook  (The)  and  Licensed  Victualler's  Manual. 

By  J.  TREVOR-DaviES.     Crown  8vo,  js.  :  cloth,  is.  dd. ^^ 

Irish  Wit  and  Humour,   Songs  of.      Collected  and  Edited   oy  A. 

Perceval  Graves.    Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2j.  td. 

Irving  (Sir  Henry)  :  A  Record  of  over  Twenty  Years  at  the  Lyceum. 

By  Percy  Fitzgerald,     with  Portrait.     Crown  8vo.  xs.  ;  cloth.  IS.  ed. 

James  (C.  T.  C.).  — A  Romance  of  the  Queen's  Hounds.      Post 

8vo,  picture  cover,  js.  ;  cloth  limp.  \s.  Cd. 

Jameson  (William).— My  Dead  Self.  Post  Svo,  bds.,25. ;  cl.,  25.  6i. 
Japp  (Alex.  H.,  LL.D.).— Dramatic  Pictures,  &c.  Cr.  Svo,  cloth,  55. 
Jay  (Harriett),  Novels  by.     Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  is.  each. 

The  Dark  Colleen. |         The  Qneen  of  Connanght. 

Jefferies  (Richard),   Works  by.     Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  25.  6d.  each. 

Nature  near  JUondon.  |        The  Idfe  of  the  Fields.     |        The  Open  Air. 

S*  Also  the  Hand-made  Paper  Edition,  crown  Svo,  buckram,  gilt  top,  6j.  each. 

The  Eolo^  of  Richard  JefiCerles.    By  Sir  Walter  Besant.    With  a  Photograph  Portrait. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  dr. 

Jennings  (Henry  J.),  Works  by. 

Curiosities  of  Criticism.    Post  8vo,  cloth  lunp,  -zs.  6d. 

Lord  Tennyson :  A  Biographical  Sketch.    With  Portrait.    Post  8to,  u.  ;  cloth,  is.  6d, 

Jerome  (Jerome  K.),  Books  by. 

Stageland.    With  64  Illustrations  by  J.  BERNARD  PARTRIDGE.    Fcap.  4to,  picture  cover,  u. 
John  Ingerfleld,  &c.  With  9  lUusts.  by  A.  S.  BOYDandJOHNGULlCH.   Fcap.  Svo,  pic.  cov.  u.  6rf. 
The  Prude's  Progress :  A  Comedy  by  J.  K.  Jerome  and  Eden  Phillpotts.  Cr.Svo,  is.  (»d. 

Jerrold  (Douglas).— The   Barber's    Chair;     and   The   Hedgehog 

Letters.    Post  Svo,  printed  on  laid  pap«r  and  half-bound,  2j. 

Jerrold  (Tom),  Works  by.   Post  Svo,  \s.  ea. ;  cloth  limp,  15.  6i.  each. 

The  Garden  that  Paid  the  Rent. 

Household  Horticulture  :  A  Gossip  about  Flowers.    Illustrated. 

Jesse  (Edward).— Scenes  and  Occupations  of  a  Country  Life. 

Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  ■zs. 

Jones  (William,  F.S.A.),  Works  by.    Cr.  Svo,  cl.  extra,  75.  6i.  each. 

Finger-Ring  Lore  :  Historical,  Legendarj-,  and  AnecdotaL    With  nearly  300  Illustrations.    Second 

Edition,  Revised  and  Enlarged. 
Credulities,  Past  and  Present.    Including  the  Sea  and  Seamen,  Miners,  Talismans,  Word  and 

Letter  Di\-ination,  Exorcising  and  Blessing  of  Animals,  Birds,  Eggs,  Luck,  &c.    With  Frontispiece. 
Crovms  and  Coronations :  A  History  of  Regalia.    With  100  Illustrations. 

Jonson's  (Ben)  Works.      With  Notes  Critical  and  Explanatory,  and 

a  Biographical  Memoir  by  WILLIAM  GiFFORD.    Edited  by  Colonel  CUNNLNGHAM.      Three  Vols, 
crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6j.  each. 

Josephus,  The  Complete  Works  of.    Translated  by  Whiston.    Con- 

taining  *  The  Antiquities  of  the  Tews"  and  'The  Wars  of  the  Jews.'     With  52  Illustrations  and  Maps. 
Two  Vols.,  demy  Svo,  half-bound,  lis.  td. 

Kempt  (Robert).— Pencil  and  Palette:  Chapters  on  Art  and  Artists. 

Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  2J.  td.  

Kershaw    (Mark).  —  Colonial    Facts   and    Fictions:    Humorous 

Sketches.    Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  zj. ;  cloth,  gj.  (>d. 

Keyser  (Arthur).— Cut  by  the  Mess.  Crown  8vo.  15.  ;  cloth,  i^.  ^. 
king  (R.  Ashe),  Novels  by.  Cr.  8vo,  CI..35.  6i.  ea.;  post  Svo, bds.,  25.  ea. 

A  Drawn  Game.  j         •  The  Wearing  of  the  Green.' 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  -zs.  each. 
Passion's  Slave.  I         Bell  Barry. 
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knight    (William,   M.R.C.S.,    and    Edward,    L.R.C.P.).  —  The 

Patient's  Yade  Mecum :  How  to  Get  Most  Benefit  from  Medical  Advice.    Cr.  8vo,  i^. ;  d.,  is.  (>d. 

Knights  (The)  of  the  Lion  :  A  Romance  of  the  Thirteenth  Century. 

Edited,  with  an  iBtroduction,  by  the  MARQUESS  OF  LORNK.  K.T.    Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra.  6f. 

Lamb's    (Charles)  Complete  Works  in  Prose  and  Verse,  including 

•  Poetry  for  Children '  and  ■  Prince  Dorus."    Edited,  with  Notes  and  Introduction. 'by  R.  H.  SHEP- 
HF.Rn.    With  Two  Portraits  and  Facsimile  of  the  '  Essay  on  RoastPig."    Crown  8yo,  half-bd.,  yj.  6rf. 
Th«  Essay*  of  Ella.     Post  8vo,  printed  on  laid  paper  and  half-bound,  ns. 
Itittla  Bssay* :  Sketches  and  Characters  by  CHARLES  LAMB,  selected  from  his  Letters  by  PERCY 

,  Fitzgerald.    Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2j.  dd. 
The  Dramatic  Essays  of  Charles  Lamb.    With  Introduction  and  Notes  by  Brandbr  Mat- 
THEWS,  and  Steel-plate  Portrait.     Fcap.  8vo.  half-bound.  2J.  (>d. 

Landor  (Walter  Savage).— Citation  and  Examination  of  William 

Shakspeare,  &c.,  before  Sir  Thomas  Lucy,  touching  Deer-stealing,  19th  September.  1582.  To  which 
is  added.  A  Conference  of  Master  Edmund  Spenser  with  the  Earl  of  Essex,  touching  the 
State  of  Ireland.  1595.     Fcap.  8yo.  half-Roiburghe,  2J.  td. 

Lane  (Edward  William).— The  Thousand  and  One  Nights,  com- 

monlv  called  in  England  The  Arabian  Nights'  Entertainments.  Translated  from  the  Arabic, 
with  Notes.  Illustrated  with  many  hundred  Engravings  from  Designs  by  HARVEY.  Edited  by  EDWARD 
Stanley  Poole.    With  Preface  by  Stanley  Lane-Poole.  Three  Vols.,  demy  8vo.  cloth,  ^s.  bd.  ea. 

Larwood  (Jacob),  Work^  by. 

The  Story  of  the  London  Parka.    With  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 
Anecdotes  of  the  Clergy.    Post  8vo,  laid  paper,  half-bound,  is.  « 

Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  3^.  6d.  each. 
Forensic  Anecdotes.  I         Theatrical  Anecdotes. 


Lehmann  (R.  C),  Works  by.    Post  8vo,  15.  each;  cloth,  15.  6d.  each. 

Harry  Fludyer  at  Cambridge. 

Conversational  Hints  for  Young  Shooter* :  A  Guide  to  Polite  Talk. 


Leigh  (Henry  S.),  Works  by. 

Carols  of  Cockayne.    Printed  on  hand-made  paper,  bound  in  buckram,  sr. 
Jeux  d'Esprlt.    Edited  by  Henry  S.  Leigh.    Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  is.  €d. 


Leland  (C.   Godfrey).— A  Manual  of  Mending  and  Repairing!-. 

With  Diagrams.    Crown  8yo,  cloth,  y. [Shortly, 

Lepelletler  (Edmond).  —  Madame  Sans-Qene.     Translated  from 

the  French  by  JOHN  DE  VILLIERS.    Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  y.  bd. 

Leys  (John).— The  Lindsays:  A  Romance.    Post  8vo,  ill.ust.bds.,25. 
Lindsay  (Harry).— Rhoda  Roberts:  A  Welsh  Mining  Story.   Crown 

8vo, 'cloth,  y.  6rf.  ' ■_ 

iJnton  (E.  Lynn),  Works  by. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra.  3J.  (>d.  each ;    post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  ar.  each. 
Patricia  Kemball.     I        lone.  I         Under  which  Lord  7    With  ra  Illustrations. 

The  Atonement  of  Leam  Dundas.  •  My  Love ! '       |      Sowing  tha  Wind. 

The  World  Well  Lost.    With  12  Illusts.        I  Paston  Carew.  Millionaire  and  Miser. 

The  One  Too  Many. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  -25.  each. 

The  Rebel  of  the  Family.    I        With  a  BUken  Thread. 

Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  aj.  6rf.  each. 
Witch  Stories.                                                I        Ourselves:  Essays  on  Women. 
Freeehootlng ;  Extracts  from  the  Works  of  Mrs.  LYNN  Linton. ■ 

Lucy  (H«nry  W.).— Gideon   Fleyce:   A  Novel.     Crown  iSvo,  cloth 

extra,  y.  i>d.  :  post  8vo.  illustrated  boards,  aj.  

Macalpine  (Avery),  Novels  by. 

Teresa  Itasca.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  IS. 

Broken  Wings.    With  Six  Illustrations  by  W.  J.  HennessY.    Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra.  6x.  - 

MacColl  (Hugh),  Novels  by. 

Mr.  Stranger's  Sealed  Packet.    Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  ax. 

Ednor  Whltlock.    Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  6j. 

Macdonell  (Agnes).— Quaker  Cousins.    Post  8vo,  boards.  2j. 
MacQregor  (Robert).— Pastimes  and  Players :    Notes  on  Popular 

Games.     Post  8vo,  cloth  liinp,  aj.  td. 

Mackay   (Charles,   LL.D.).  —  Interludes   and    Undertones ;    or, 

Music  at  Twilight.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6*. 


-         CHATTO  &.WINDU5,  PUBLlSnfiRS,  PICCADILLY.  15 

McCarthy  (Justin,  M.P.),  Works  by. 

A  History  of  Our  Oim  Times,  from  the  Accession  of  Queen  Victoria  to  the  General  Election  of 
1880.  Four  Vols.,  demy  8vo.  cloth  extra,  tis.  each.— Also  a  POPULAR  EDITION,  in  Four  Vols,, 
crown  8to,  cloth  extra,  6j.  each.— And  the  JUBILEE  EDITION,  with  an  Appendix  of  Events  to  the  end 
of  1886,  in  Two  Vols.,  large  crown  8to,  cloth  extra,  js.  6rf.  each. 

A  Short  History  of  Our  Own  Times.  One  VoL,  crown  Sro,  cloth  extra;  6x.— Also  a  Cheap 
Popular  EDITION,  post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2j.  6d. 

A  History  of  the  Four  Oeortfes.    Four  Vols.,  demy  8vo,  cL  ex.,  izr.  each.     rVols.  I.  &  II.  ready 

Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each  ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  aj.  each  ;  doth  limp,  zs.  6d.  each. 


The  WatertUUe  Meltfhboara. 

My  Enemy's  Daughter. 

A  Fair  Saxon. 

Llnley  Roohford. 

DearXiadt^  Disdain. 

Miss  msanthrope.    With  la  Illustrations. 


Donna  Quixote.     With  13  Illustrations. 

The  Comet  of  a  Season. 

Maid  of  Athens.      With  13  Illustrations. 

Camlola :  A  Girl  with  a  Fortune. 

The  Dictator. 

Red  Diamonds. 


*  The  Right  Honourable.'    By  Justin  McCarthy,  M.P.,  and  Mrs.  Campbell  Praed.    Crown 

8vo.  cloth  extra.  6s. 

McCarthy  (Justin  Huntly),  Works  by. 

The  French  ReTolutlon.    (Constituent  Assembly,  1789-91).    Four  Vols.,  demy  8to,  cloth  extra,  i2j. 
each.  Vols.  I.  &  II.  ready:  Vols.  III.  &  IV.  in  the  press 

An  Outline  of  the  History  of  Ireland.    Crown  8vo,  z.r. :  cloth,  i^.  (>d. 
Ireland  Since  the  Union :  Sketches  of  Irish  Histor>-,  179S-1886.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  6x. 

Haflz  In  Itondon  :  Poems.    Small  Sro,  ?old  doth;  y.txi. 


Our  Sensation  Novel.    Crown  8ro,  picture  corer,  is. ;  cloth  limp,  is.  6J, 

Doom  :  An  Atlantic  Episode.    Crown  8vo,  picture  cover,  is. 

Dolly  :  A  Sketch.    Crown  8vo,  picture  cover,  is. ;  cloth  limp,  is.  6ti. 

Lily  Lass  ;  A  Romance.    Crown  8vo,  picture  cover,  is. ;  cloth  hmp,  is.  M. 

The  Thousand  and  One  Days.    With  Two  Photogravures.    Two  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  half-bd.,  lis, 

A  London  Legend.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  y.  &/. 

MacDonald  (Qeorge,  LL.D.),  Books  by. 

Works  of  Fancy  and  Imagination.    Ten  Vols.,  i6mo,  cloth,  gUt  edges,  in  cloth  case,  au. ;  or 

the  Volumes  may  be  had  separate!)',  in  Groher  cloth,  at  2S.  6rf.  each. 
Vol.     I.  Within  and  Without.— The  Hidden  Life. 

II.  The  Disciple,— The  Gospel  wo-men.- Book  of  Sonnets.— Organ  Songs. 
„    III.  Violin  Songs.— Songs  of  the  Days  and  Nights.— A  Book  op  Dreams.— Roadsidb 

Poe.ms.— Poems  for  Children. 
„    IV.  Parables.— Ballads.— SCOTCH  Songs. 

„  V.  &  VI.  PHANTASTES  :  A  Faerie  Romance.  J      VoL  VII.  THE  PORTENT. 

„  VIII.  THE  Light  Princess.— The  Giants  Heart.— Shadows. 
,,    IX.  Cross  Purposes.— The  Golden  Key.— The  carasoyn.— Little  Daylight. 
„     X.  THE  cruel  Painter.— The  wow  o'  Rivve.n.— The  Castle.— The  Broken  Swords. 
—The  Gray  Wolf.— Uncle  Cornelius. 


Poetical  Works  of  George  MaeDonald.    Collected  and  Arranged  by  the  Author.    Two  Vols. 

crown  8voT  buckram,  12s. 
A  Threefold  Cord.   Edited  by  GEORGE  MacDONALD.    Post  8to,  doth.  jr. 

Phantastes :  A  Faerie  Romance.    With  25  Illustrations  by  J.  BELL.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  y.  (xl. 
Heather  and  Snovr:  A  Novel.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  ^s.  (xl.  \  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  is. 
Llllth  t   A  Romance.     SECOND  EDITION.     Crown  8vo,  clotlj  extra,  ts. 

Maclise  Portrait  Qallery  (The)  of  Illustrious  Literary  Charac- 

ters;  85  Portraits  by  Daniel  Maclise  ;  with  Memoirs— Biographical,  Critical.  Bibliographical, 
and  Anecdotal— illustrative  of  the  Literature  of  the  former  half  of  the  Present  Century,  by  William 
Bates,  B.A.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7j.  6^. 

Macquoid  (Mrs.),  Works  by.     Square  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s.  each. 

In  the  Ardennes.    With  50  Illustrations  bv  Thomas  R.  Macquoid. 

Pictures  and  Legends  from  Normandy  and  Brittany.    34  lllusts.  by  T.  R.  Macquoid. 

Through  Normandy.    With  92  Illustrations  by  T.  R.  Macquoid,  and  a  Map. 

Through  Brittany.    With  35  Illustrations  by  T.  R.  Macquoid,  and  a  Map. 

About  Yorkshire.    With  67  Illustrations  by  T.  R.   Macquoid, 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Tha  JEvll  Eye,  and  other  Stories.  |       Iiost  Rose,  and  other  Stories. 

Masrlcian's   Own   Book,   The:    Performances  with  Eggs,  Hats,  &c. 

Edited  by  W.  H.  CREMER.     With  200  Illustrations.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  4J.  6</. 

Maj^c  Lantern,  The,   and  its  Management  :  Including  full  Practical 

Directions.     By  T.  C.  HepwortH.     With  10  Ilhistrations.     Crown  8vo,  is.  ;  cloth,  is.  (xi. 

Mag:na  Charta :    An  Exact  Facsimile  of  the  Original  in   the   British 

Museum,  3  feet  by  2  feet,  with  Arms  and  Seals  emblazoned  in  Gold  and  Colours,  y. 

Mallory   (Sir  Thomas).  —  Mort  d' Arthur:    The  Stories  of   King 

Arthur  and  of  the  Knights  of  tl^e  Rcun<|  Tibl^  (A  §«)eetJoij.)  Edited  ly  B.  MONTGOMERie  Ran- 
KING.    Fp«  8to,  cloth  limp,  8^. 
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Mallock  (W.  H.),  Works  by. 

The  New  Republic.    Post  8vo,  picture  cover,  2T.  ;  cloth  limp,  st.  6d. 

The  New  Paul  ft  Ylrgiiila :  Positivism  on  an  Island.    Post  8vo,  cloth,  as.  6d. 

A  Romance  of  the  Nineteenth  Century.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  6j.  ;  pes  8vo,  Ulust.  boards,  ar. 

Poems.    Small  4to,  parchment,  8j.  -  ■ 

Is  Life  Worth  Living?    Crown  8yo,  cloth  extra,  6j. 

Mark  Twain,  Books  by.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  75.  6d.  each. 

The  Choice  Works  of  Mark  Twain.    Revised  and  Corrected  throughout  by  the  Author.    With 

Life,  Portrait,  and  numerous  Illustrations. 
Roughing  It ;  and  The  Innocents  at  Home.    With  200  Illustrations  by  F.  A.  Fr.\SER. 
Mark  Twain's  Library  of  Humour.    With  197  Illustrations. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra  (illustrated),  ^s.6d.  each ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  ar.  each. 
The  Innocents  Abroad ;  or.  The  New  Pilqrrim  s  Progress.    With  234  lUustrations.    (The  Two  Shil- 

liner  Edition  is  entitled  Mark  Twain's  Pleasure  Trip.) 
The  Gilded  Age.    Bv  Mark  Twain  and  C.  D.  Warner.    With  3x2  Illustrations. 
The  Adventures  of   Tom  Saw^yer.    With  m  Illustrations, 
A  Tramp  Abroad.    With  314  lUustrations. 
The  Prince  and  the  Pauper.    With  190  Illustrations. 
Life  on  the  Mississippi.    With  300  Illustrations. 

The  Adventures  of  Huckleberry  Finn.    With  174  Ilhistratlons  by  E.  W.  Krmfle, 
A  Yankee  at  the  Court  of  King  Arthur.    With  220  Illustrations.by  Dan  Beard. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  y.  6d.  each. 
The  American  Claimant.    With  81  Illustrations  by  Hal  Hurst  and  others. 
Tom  Sawyer  Abroad.    With  26  Illustrations  bv  Dan.  Beard. 
Pudd'nhead  Wilson.        With  Portrait  and  Six  llUustrations  by  LOUIS  LOEB. 
Tom  Saw^yer,  Detective,  &c.    With  numerous  Illustrations.  [Shortly, 

The  £1,000,000  Bank-Note.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3J.  6d. ;  post  3vo.  picture  boards  2j, 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
The  Stolen  White  Elephant.  I      Mark  Twain's  Sketches. 

MarksTH.  S.,  R.A.),  Pen  and  Pencil  Sketches  by.     With  Four 

Photogravures  and  126  Illustrations.    Two  Vols,   demy  8vo,  cloth,  32^. 

MaHowe*s  Works.     Including  his  Translations.     Edited,  with  Notes 

and  Introductions,  by  Colonel  CUNNINGHAM.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 


Marryat  (Florence),  Novels  by.     Post  8vo,  lUust.  boards,  25.  each. 

A  Harvest  of  WUd  Oats.  t      Fighting  the  Air. 

Open  !  Sesame !  I      Written  in  Fire. 


/Vlassinger's  Plays.     From  the  Text  of  William  Gifford.     Edited 

by  CoL  Cunningham.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s.  ' 

Masterman  (J.).— Half ^a- Dozen  Daughters.     Post  8vo,  boards,  25. 

Matthews  (Brander).— A  Secret  of  the  Sea,  &c.      Post  8vo,  illus- 
trated boards,  zs. ;  cloth  limp,  ar.  6d. 

Mayhew  (Henry).— London  Characters,  and  the  Humorous  Side 

of  London  Life.    With  numerous  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  jr.  6d. 

Meade  (L.  T.),  Novels  by. 

A  Soldier  of  Fortune.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3^.  6d. ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2j. 

In  an  Iron  Grip.    Crown  8vo.  cloth,  3J.  6rf. 

The  Voice  of  the  Charmer.    Three  Vols.,  xsj.  net. 

Merrick  (Leonard).— The  Man  who  was  Good.      Post  8vo,  illus- 

trated  boards,  2J. -  ^_ 

Mexican  Mustang  (On  a),  through  Texas    to  the  Rio  Grande.      By 

a.  E.  Sweet  and  J.  ARMOY  Knox     With  265  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7X.  6d. 

Middlemass  (Jean),  Novels  by.     Post  Svo,  illust.  boards,  25.  each. 

Touch  and  Go. \      Mr.  Dorilllon. 

Miller  (Mrs.  F.  Fenwick).— Physiology  for  the  Young;   or,  The 

House  of  Life.    With  numerous  Illustrations.    Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 

Milton  (J.  L.),  Works  by.     Post  Svo,  is.  each;  cloth,  is.  6d.  each. 

The  Hygiene  of  the  Skin.    With  Directions  for  Diet,  Soaps,  Baths,  Wines,  .Sfcc. 

The  Bath  in  Diseases  of  the  Skin. 

The  Laws  of  Life,  and  their  Relation  to  Diseases  of  the  Skin. 

Minto  (Wm.).— Was  She  Qoq4  or  Bad?    Cr.  8vq,  i^.; cloth,  is.  6(t, 
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Mitford  (Bertram),  Novels  by.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each. 

The  Gun-Runner  :  A  Romance  of  Zululand.    With  a  Frontispiece  bv  STANLEY  L.  'WOOD. 
The  Luck  of  Gerard  Rldgeley.    Witli  a  Frontispiece  by  Stanley  L.  Wood. 
The  King's  Assegai.    With  Six  fuU-page  Illustrations  by  Stanley  L.  AVood. 
Rensha-BT  Fanning's  Quest.    With  a  Frontispiece  by  Stanley  L.  V/ood. 

Molesworth  (Mrs.),  Novels  by. 

Hathercourt  Rectory.    Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  zj. 
That  Girl  in  Black.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  is.  6d. 

Moficrieff  (W.  D.  Scott=).— The  Abdication:  An  Historical  Drama. 

With  Seven  Etchings  by  JOHN  PETTIE,  W.  Q.  ORCHARDSON.  J.  MacWhirter,  COLIN  HUNTER, 
R.  Macbeth  and  Tom  Graham,    imperial  4to,  buckram,  21s. 

Moore  (Thomas),  Works  by. 

The  Epicurean  ;  and  Alclphron.    Post  8vo,  half-bound,  2s. 

Prose  and  Verse ;  including^  Suppressed  Passages  from  the  MEMOIRS  OF  LORD  BYRON.    Edited 
by  R.  H.  Shepherd.     With  Portrait.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  ^s.  dd. 

Muddock  (J.  E.)  Stories  by. 

stories  Weird  and  Wonderful.    Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2j. ;  cloth,  aj.  M. 

The  Dead  Han's  Secret.    With  Frontispiece  by  F.  Barnard.    PostSvo,  picture  boards,  -zs. 

From  the  Bosom  of  the  Deep.    Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  -zs. 

Maid  Marian  and  Robin  Hood.  With  12  Illusts.  by  Stanley  Wood.  Cr.Svo,  cloth  extra,  3^-.  6</. 

Baslle  the  Jester.    With  Frontispiece  by  STANLEY  Wood.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  y.  td. 

Murray  (D.  Christie),  Novels  by. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3^.  6of.  each  ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2J-.  each. 


A  Life's  Atonement. 

Joseph's  Coat.    12  Illusts. 

Coals  of  Fire.    3  Illusts. 

Val  Strange. 

Hearts. 

The  Way  ol  the  World. 

Mount  Despair,  &c.    With  Frontispiece  by  GRENVIlle  Manto.v.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  y.  6d. 
The  Making  of  a  Novelist :  An  Experiment  in  Autobiography.     With  a  Collotype  Portrait  and 
Vignette,     Crown  8vo,  art  linen,  6s. 


A  Model  Father. 
Old  Blazer's  Hero. 
Cynic  Fortune.    Frontisp. 
By  the  Gate  of  the  Sea. 
A  Bit  of  Human  Nature. 


First  Person  Singular. 
Bob  Martin's  Little  Girl. 
Time's  Revenges. 
A  Wasted  Crime. 
In  Direst  Peril. 


Murray  (D.  Christie)  and  Henry  Herman,  Novels    by. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3X.  Gii.  each;  post  Svo.  illustrated  boards,  zj.  each. 
One  Traveller  Returns.  |        The  Bishops'  Bible. 

Paul  Jones's  Alias,  &c.    Wth  Illustrations  by  A.  Forestier  and  G.  NiCOLET. 

Murray  (Henry),  Novels  by.  ~~ 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each ;  doth.  zs.  6d.  each. 
A  Game  of  BlnfT. I      A  Song  of  Sixpence. 

Newbolt  (Henry)7^Taken  from  the  Enemy.   Fcp.  8vo,  cloth.  15.  6d. 
Nisbet  (Hume),  Books  by. 

•  Ball  Up.'    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  35-.  6d. :  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  zr. 
Dr.  Bernard  St.  Vincent.    Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  zr. 

Lessons  in  Art.    W'ith  21  Illustrations.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  zs.  6d. 
Wliere  Art  Begins.    With  27  Illustrations.    Square  Svo,  cloth  extra,  -js.  dd. 

Norris  (W.   E.),  Novels  by.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  35.  6rf.  each. 

Saint  Ann's.  I        BUly  Bellew.     With  Frontispiece.         rShcrftv. 

O'Hanlon  (Alice),  Novels  by.     Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  zs.  eacIT. 
The  Unforeseen. |      Chance  ?   or  Fate  ? 

Ouida,  Novels  by.     Cr.  8vo,  cl.,  35.  td.  ea.;  post  Svo.illust.  bds.,  25.  ea. 

Held  In  Bondage.  i    Folle-Farlne.  i     Moths.     '     Plpistrello, 

Trlcotrin.  A  Dog  of  Flanders.  \     In  Marerama.         Wanda. 

Strathmore.  Pascarel.        i     Signa,  Bimbi.  Syrlin. 

Chandos.  Two  Wooden  Shoes.  Frescoes.        '■     Othmar. 

Cecil  Castlemalne's  Gage  I    In  a  Winter  City.  Princess  Napraxine. 

Under  Two  Flags.  Ariadne.        |  Friendship.        Guilderoy.  Ruffino. 

Pack.        I     Idalia.  A  Village  Commune.  Two  Offenders. 

Square  Svo,  cloth  extra,  jr.  each. 
Bimbi.    With  Nine  Illustrations  by  EDMUND  H.  Gai^RETT. 
A  Dog  of  Flanders,  &c.    With  Six  lUustrations  by  EDMt'ND  H.  GARRETT. 

Santa  Barbara,  &c.    Square  8vo,  cloth,  6j-.  ;  crown  Svo,  cloth,  jr.  6rf. ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards  « 
Under  Two  Flags.    PopularIEdition.    Medium  Svo,  M. ;  cloth,  i^-.  [S/to/f^'. 

WiMlom,  Wit,  and  Pathos,  selected  from  the  Works  of  OUIDA  by  F.  SYDNEY  MORRIS     Post 
gyo,  cloth  extra,  5J.— CHEAP  EDITION,  illustrated  boards,  zs. 
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Ohnet  (Georges),  Novels  by. 

Doctor  Rameau. 


Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  25.  each. 

I      A  Last  I<ove. 


A  Weird  Gift.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  y.  6d. ;  post  870,  picture  boards,  ». 


Oliphant  (Mrs.),  Novels  by. 

The  Primrose  Path. 

The  Greatest  Heiress  In  England. 


Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
I      Whlteladles. 


O'Reilly  (Airs.) Phoebe's  Fortunes.     Post  8vo.  illust.  boards.  25. 

Page  (H.  A.),  Works  by. 

Thoreaa  ;  His  Life  and  Aims.    With  Portrait.    Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  zr.  (td. 
Animal  Anecdotes.    Arranged  on  a  New  Principle.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  jr. 

Pandurang  Hari;    or,  Memoirs  of  a  Hindoo.      With  Preface  by  Sir 

Bartle  FRERE.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  y.  (>d. ;  post  8»o,  illustrated  boards,  ar. 


Pascal's  Provincial  Letters. 

introduction  and  Notes  by  T.  M'CRIE,  D.D. 


A  New  Translation,   with   Historical 

Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  zs. 


Paul  (Margaret  A.).— Qentic  and  Simple.    Crown 8vo,  cloth,  with 

Frontispiece  by  HELEN  Paterson,  jr.  6rf. ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  is. 

Payn  (James),  Novels  by. 

Crowii  8vo,  cloth  extra,  y.  6d.  each;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  is. 
Lost  Sir  Masslngberd. 
Walter's  Word. 

Less  Black  than  We're  Painted. 
By  Proxy.  |     For  Cash  Only. 

High  Spirits. 
Under  One  Roof. 

A  Confidential  Agent.    With  12  Illusts. 
A  Crape  from  a  Thorn.    With  12  Illusts 


Holiday  Tasks. 

The  Canon's  Ward.    With  Portrait 

The  Talk  of  the  Town.    With  12  Illusts. 

Glow- Worm  Tales. 

The  Mystery  of  If  irbrldge. 

The  Word  and  the  WUl. 

The  Burnt  HllUon. 

Bunny  Stories.      |     A  Trying  Patient. 


Post  8vo.  illustrated  boards,  3S.  each. 


Humorous  Stories.  I     From  Exile. 

The  Foster  Brothers. 

The  Family  Scapegrace. 

Married  Beneath  Him. 

Bentlnck's  Tutor. 

A  Perfect  Treasure. 

A  County  Family. 

Like  Father,  Like  Son. 

A  Woman's  Vengeance. 

Cariyon's  Year.      |    Cecil's  Tryst. 

Murphy's  Master. 

At  Her  Merey. 

The  Clytfards  of  Clyffe. 


Found  Dead. 

Gwendoline's  Harvest. 

A  Marine  Residence. 

Mirk  Abbey. 

Some  Private  Ylews. 

Not  Wooed,  But  Won. 

Two  Hundred  Pounds  Reward* 

The  Best  of  Husbands. 

Halves. 

Fallen  Fortunes. 

What  He  Cost  Her. 

Kit:  A  Memory. 

A  Prince  of  the  Blood. 


In  Peril  and  Privation.    AVith  17  Illustrations.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3J.  6d. 
Motes  from  the  •  Mewrs.'    Crown  Bvo,  portrait  cover,  is. ;  cloth,  is.  M. 

Pennell  (H.  Cholmondeley),  Works  by.    Post  8vo,  cloth,  25.  6<i.  ea. 

Puck  on  Pegasus.    With  illustrations. 

Pegasus  Re-Saddled.     With  Ten  full-page  Illustrations  by  G.  DU  MAURIER. 

The  Muses  of  Mayfalr  :   Vers  de  Societe.    Selected  by  H.  C.  Pennell. 


Phelps  (E.  Stuart),  Works  by.     Post  8vo,  15 

Beyond  the  Gates.         |     An  Old  Maid's  Paradise.  | 


ea.  ;  cloth,  is.  6d.  ea. 
Burglars  in  Paradise. 


Jack  the  Fisherman.    Illustrated  by  C.  W.  Reed.    Crown  8vo,  is. ;  cloth,  is.  6d. 


Phil  May's  Sketch -Book. 

4to,  art  canvas,  gilt  top,  lof.  6rf. 


Containing  50  full-page  Drawings.     Imp. 


Pirkis  (C.  L.),  Novels  by. 

Trooping  with  Crows.    Fcap.  Bvo,  picture  cover,  is. 
Lady  Lovelace.    Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  zs. 


Planche  (J.  R.),  Works  by. 

The  Pursuivant  of  Arms.    With  Six  Plates  and  209  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  7J.  6A 
Songs  and  Poems,  1819-1879.    With  Introduction  by  Mrs.  Mackarness.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  6f. 

Plutarch's   Lives  of   Illustrious  Men.     With  Notes  and  a  Life  of 

Plutarch  by  JOHN  and  WM.  LANGHORNE,  and  Portraits.    Two  Vols.,  demy  8vo,  half-bound    los.  6d. 

Poe's  (Edgar  Allan)  Choice  Works  in  Prose  and  Poetry.   With  Intro- 

duction  by  CHARLES  BAUDELAIRE,  Portrait  and  Facsimiles.    Crown  8to,  cloth,  If,  ^ 

The  Mystery  of  KtaXt  Rog«ti  ^c    ?Qst  8ro,  iU4str4f^^  b9^4S|  IJ. 
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Pope's  Poetical  Works.     Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s. 

Praed  (Mrs.  Campbell),  Novels  by.     Post  8vo,  illust  bds.,  2s.  each. 

Th«  Roinanc«  of  a  Station. !  Th«  ttoni  of  Count—  Adrian. 

Crown  8tu,  cloth,  y.  dd.  each  ;  pest  8vo,  boards,  2J.  each. 

Outlaw  and  Lawmaker.       i  Chrtatina  Chard.  With  Frontispiece  by  W.  Pagbt. 

Mra.  Tra^aahi— .     Three  Vols.,  cfown  gyo.  15J.  net. 

Price  (E.  C),  Novels  by. 

Crown  8?o,  cloth  extra,  y.  6d.  each  ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards.  2S.  each. 

Valentina.  I     Tha  Forel<n«r«. |     Mrs.  Lancaatar*!  Rival. 

Oarald.    Post  8to,  illustrated  boards,  zs. 

Princess  Olga.— Radna  ;  A  Xovel.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  65. 

Proctor  (Richard  A.,  B.A.),  Works  by. 

Flowers  of  the  Sky     With  55  Illustrations.    Small  cruwn  8vo,  cloth  extra,  y.  id. 

Sasy  Star  Leasont.    With  Star  Maps  lor  ever)-  Night  in  the  Year.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  6*. 

Familiar  Science  Studies.    Cruwn  htu,  cloth  extra,  t^s. 

Saturn  and  Its  System.     With  13  Steel  Plates.     Demy  8to,  cloth  extra,  lar.  6(/. 

Mysteries  of  Time  and  Space.    With  numerous  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  S/. 

The  Universe  of  Suns,  &:c.     With  numeious  Illustrations.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  &r. 

Wa<es  and  Wants  of  Science  Workers.    CruwTi  evo,  is.  td. 


Pryce  (Richard).— Miss  Maxwell's  Affections.     Crown  8vo,  cloth, 

with  Frontispiece  by  Hal  LUDLQW,  y.  6rf.;    post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  zj. 

Rambosson  (J.).— Popular  Astronomy.    Translated  by  C.  B.  Pit- 

MAN.    With  Coloured  Frontispiece  and  numerous  lUuatrations,     Cr:;wn  8vo,  cloth  extra,  js.  6d. 

Randolph  (Lieut.-Col.  George,  U.S.A.).  — Aunt  Abigail  Dykes: 

A  NoveL     Crown  evo.  cioth  extra,  ys.  (xi. 

Reade's  (Charles)  Novels. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  mostly  Illustrated,  ys.  td.  each  ;  post  8to,  illustrated  boards,  2;.  e?.ch. 
ft  WofBngton.     1     Christie  Johnstone.  Hard  Cash  1     Gritfith  Gaunt. 

*  It  Is  Never  Too  Late  to  Mend.'  Foul  Play.    >    Put  Yourself  in  His  Place. 

The  Course  of  True  Love  Never  Did  Run         A  Terrible  Temptation. 
Smooth.  A  Simpleton.  The  Wandering  Heir. 


The  Autobiography  of  a  Thief;   Jack  ot 
all  Trades  ;  r>n  J  James  Lambert. 


A  Woman-Hater. 
Slngleheart  and  Doubleface. 


Love  Me  Little,  Love  Me  Long.  Good  Stories  of  Men  and  other  Animals. 

The  Double  Marriage.  I     The  Jilt,  and  other  Stories. 

The  Cloister  and  the  Hearth.  A  Perilous  Secret.         |     Readlana. 

A  New  Collected  LIBRARY  EDITION,  complete  in  Seventeen  Volumes,  set  in  new  long^  primer  type, 
printed  on  laid  paper,  and  elegantly  bound  in  cloth,  price  y.  M.  each,  is  now  in  course  of  publication.  The 
volumes  will  appear  in  the  following  order  :— 
X.  Peg  Woffington;  and  Christie  John- 
stone. 
a.  Hard  Cash. 
3.  The  Cloister  and  the  Hearth.     With  a 

Preface  bv  Sir  Walter  BFSa.nt. 
4-  '  It  Is  Never  too  Late  to  Mend.' 
5.  The  Course  of  True  Love  Never  Did 


7-  Love_Me  Little,  Love  me  Long. 


The  Double  Marriage.  [Atril. 

9-  Griffith  Gaunt.  [May. 

10.  Foul  Play.  [yuHt. 

11.  Put  Yourself  in  His  Place.  ^jTuly. 

12.  A  Terrible  Temptation.  [Aui^usr. 

13.  A  Simpleton.  [Sept. 
Run  Smooth;  ar.d  Slngleheart  and  u-  A  Woman-Hater.  [Oct. 
Doubleface.                                                          15.  The   Jilt,    ..r.i    o::.er  Stories:     and   Good 

6.  The  Autobiography  of  a  Thief :   Jack  Storiesof  Men  &  other  Anlmals^.v^. 

of  ali  Trades;    A  Hero  and  a  Mar-     ■     16.  A  Perilous  Secret.  [Dfc 

tyr;  and  The  Wandering  Heir.  I     >7-  Readiana;  i^  Bible  Characters.(Ja;{.'97 

Popular  Editions,  medium  8to,  ed.  each  :  cloth,  ir.  each. 
*It  la  Msvar  Too  Lata  to  Mend.'  |     The  Cloister  and  the  Hearth. 

Peg  WofBngton ;  and  Christie  Johnstone. 

•It  Is  Msver  Too  Late  to  Mend'  and  The  Cloister  and  the  Hearth  in  One  Volume, 
mediuia  8vo,  cloth,  is.  

Shristle  Johnstone.  With  Frontispiece.  Choicely  printed  in  Elzevir  sr\le.  Fcap.  8vo,  half-R0xb.2j.6rf. 
eg  WofBngton.    Choicely  printed  in  Elzevir  style.     Fcap.  8vo,  hali'-iioiburjfhe,  2s.  6rf. 
The  Cloister  and  the  Hearth.    In  Four  Vols..  postSvo,  with  an  Introduction  by  Sir  WALTER  BR- 
SANT,  and  a  Frontispiece  to  each  Vol.,  us.  the  set ;  and  the  ILLUSTRATED  LIBRARY  EDITION, 
with  Illustrations  on  every  page.  Two  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth  gilt,  \zs.  net. 
Bible  Characters.    Fcap.  8vo,  leatherette,   is. 

Belactions  from  the  Works  of  Charles  Saada.     With  an  Introduction  by  Mrs.  ALEX.  Irb- 

LA.SD.     Crown  8vo,  buckram,  with  Portrait,  ts.  ;  CHEAP  EDITIO.N,  post  8vo.  cloth  limp,  3f.  6rf. 

Ridden  (Mrs.  J.  H.),  Novels  by. 

Weird  Stories.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  y.  6d. ;  post  8vo.  illustrated  boards,  ax. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  zs.  each. 
The  Uninhabited  Housa.  I       Fairy  Water. 


The  Prince  of  Wales's  Garden  Party.  Her  Mother's  Darling. 

Ths  Mystery  in  Palace  Gardens.  I      The  Nun's  Curse,    i  Idls  Talaa. 
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Rimmer  (Alfred),  Works  by.     Square  8vo,  cloth  gilt,  75.  6d,  each. 

Our  Old  Country  Tovrna.    With  55  Illustrations  by  the  Author. 

Rambles  Round  Eton  and  Harroinr.    With  50  Illustrations  by  the  Author. 

About  England  vrith  Dickens.    With  58  Illustrations  by  C.  A.  Vanderhoof  and  A.  RiMMER. 

Rives  (Amelie). — Barbara  Dering.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  35,  6i. ; 

post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2S, 

Robinson    Crusoe.     By  Daniel  Defoe.      With  37  Illustrations  by 

George  CruikshanK,    Post  8vo,  half-cloth,  ss. ;  cloth  extra,  gilt  edges,  ss.  6d. 

Robinson  (F.  W.),  Novels  by. 

Women  are  Strange.    Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  zs. 

The  Hands  of  Justice.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3^.  6d, ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  as. 

The  Woman  in  the  Dark.    Two  Vols.,  los.  net. 

Robinson  (Pfiil),  Works  by.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  65.  each. 

The  Poets'  Birds.  I     The  Poets'  Beasts. 

The  Poets  and  Mature:  Reptiles,  Fishes,  and  Insects. 

Rochefoucauld's  Maxims   and   Moral   Reflections.      With  Notes 

and  an  Introductory  Essay  by  Sain'TE-Beuve.    Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s. 

Roll  of  Battle  Abbey,  The:   A  List  of  the  Principal  \Varriors  who 

came  from  Normandy  with  William  the  Conqueror,  1066.    Printed  in  Gold  and  Qplours,  sj-. 

Rosengarten  (A.).— A  Handbook  of  Architectural  Styles.  Trans- 

lated  by  W.  COLLETT-SandaRS.     With  630  Illustrations.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra.  7^-.  6d. 

Rowley  (Hon.  Hugh),  Works  by.     Post  8vo,  cloth,  2^.  6d.  each. 

Puniana:  Riddles  and  Jokes.    With  numerous  Illustrations. 

More  Puniana.    Profusely  Illustrated. 

Runciman  (James),  Stories  by.     Post  Svo,  bds.,  2s.  ea.;  cl. ,  2s.  6d.  ea. 

Skippers  and  Shellbacks.  I       Grace  Balmalgn's  Sweetheart. 

Schools  and  Scholars.  I 

Russell  (Dora),  Novels  by.     Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3s.  6d.  each. 

A  Country  Sweetheart. |       The  Drift  of  Fate. [S/ior/Zy. 

Russell  (W.  Clark),  Books  and  Novels  by. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6^.  each  ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each  ;  cloth  limp,  2s.  dd.  each. 
Round  the  Galley-Fire.  I       A  Book  for  the  Hammock. 

In  the  Middle  Watch.  The  Mystery  of  the  'Ocean  Star.' 

A  Voyage  to  the  Cape.  I       The  Romance  of  Jenny  Harlowe. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  jr.  bd.  each  ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2j.  each ;  cloth  limp,  2j.  6rf.  each. 
An  Ocean  Tragedy.  |     My  Shipmate  Louise.      |    Alone  on  a  Wide  Wide  Sea. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth,  -y.  6d.  each. 
Is  He  the  Man?  I     The  Phantom  Death,  &c.   With  Frontispiece. 

The  GoodShip  '  Mohock.'  I     The  Convict  Ship.  IShortly. 

On  the  Fo'k'sle  Head.    Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. ;  cloth  limp,  2j.  td. 

Heart  of  Oak.    Three  Vols.,  crown  Svo,  15J.  net. 

The  Tale  of  the  Ten.    Three  Vols.,  crown  Svo,  igj.  net. 

Saint  Aubyn  (Alan),  Novels  by. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3J.  6rf.  each  ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2J.  each. 
A  Fellow  of  Trinity.    With  a  Note  by  Oliver  Wendell  Holmes  and  a  Frontispiece. 
The  Junior  Dean.  |     The  Master  of  St.  Benedict's.   |     To  His  Own  Master. 

Orchard  Damerel. 


Fcap.  Svo,  cloth  boards,  is.  6d.  each. 
The  Old  Maid's  Sweetheart.  I        Modest  Little  Sara. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3J.  6d.  each. 
In  the  Face  of  the  W^orld. |         The  Tremlett  Diamondg. {Shortly. 

Sala  (George  A.).— Gaslight  and  Daylight.     Post  Svo,  boards,  25. 
Sanson.  —  Seven  Generations  of  Executioners:    Memoirs  of  the 

Sanson  Family  (i68S  to  1847).    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  y.  6rf. 

Saunders  (John),  Novels  by. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3J.  Sd.  each  ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  «.  each. 
Guy  Waterman.  |     The  Lion  in  the  Path.        |     The  Two  Dreamers. 

Bound  to  th©  YTheel.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3^.  6rf. 
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Saunders  (Katharine),  Novels  by. 

Cnnvn  8vu,  cloth  extra,  y.  6d.  each  ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  zs.  each. 
Margaret  and  Elizabeth.  |  Heart  Salvage. 

The  High  Mills.  |  Sebastian. 

Joan  Herry  weather.    Post  8 vo,  illustrated  boards,  zf, 
Gideon's  Rock.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  y.  td. 


Scotland  Yard,  Past  and  Present :  Experiences  of  Thirty-seven  Years. 

By  Ex-Chiet-Inspector  CavaNAGH.     Post  8vo,  illustrated  txiards,  zy.  ;  cloth,  2J.  Cd. 

Secret  Out,  The :  One  Thousand  Tricks  with  Cards ;  with  Entertain- 
ing Experiments  in  Drawings-room  or  '  White '  Magic.  By  W.  H.  Cre.MER.  With  3C0  Illustrations.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  4-r.  td. 

Seguin  (L.  Q.),  Works  by. 

The  Country  of  the  Passion  Play  (Oberammergauj  and  the  Highlands  of  Bavaria.    With 

Map  and  37  Illustrations.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  y.  td. 
Walks  in  Algiers.    With  Two  Maps  and  16  Illustrations.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extta,  ts. 

Senior  (Wm.).— By  Stream  and  Sea.     Post  Svo,  cloth,  is.  6d. 
Sergeant   (Adeline).— Dr.    Endicott's    Experiment.      Crown  Svo, 

buckram,  y.  td. 

Shakespeare  for  Children :    Lamb's  Tales  from    Shakespeare. 

With  Illustrations,  coloured  and  plain,  by  J.  MOYR  SMITH.    Crown  413,  cloth  gilt,  y.  dd. 

Sharp  (William).— Children  of  To=morrow.    Crown  Svo,  cloth,  6j. 
Shelley's  (Percy  Bysshe)  Complete  Works  in  Verse  and  Prose. 

Edited,  Prefaced,  and  Annotated  by  R.  Herne  SHEPHERD.    Five  Vols.,  crown  Svo,  cloth,  y.  td.  each. 
Poetical  Works,  in  Three  \'ols. : 
\'ol.     1.  Introduction  by  the  Editor  :    Posthumous  Fragments  of  Margaret  Nicholson  ;    Shelley's  Corre- 
spondence with  Stockdale ;   The  Wandering  Jew  ;    Queen  Mab,  with  the  Notes  ;    Alastor, 
and  other  Poems  ;  Rosalind  and  Helen  ;  Prometheus  Unbound  ;  Adonais,  &c. 
II.  Luon  and  Cythna:    The  Cenci;   Julian  and  Maddalo ;  Swellfoot  the  Tyrant;    The  Witch  of 
Atlas  ;  Epipsj-chidion  :  Hellas. 
.,    III.  Posthumous  Poems;  The  Masque  of  Anarchy;  and  other  Pieces, 
Prose  Works,  in  Two  Vols. : 
VoL      I.  The  Two  Romances  of  Zastrozzi  and  St.  Irvyne  :  the  Dublin  and  Marlow  Pamphlets  ;  A  Refu- 
tation of  Deism  ;  Letters  to  Leigh  Hunt,  and  some  Minor  Writings  and  Fragments. 
„      II.  The  Essays  :    Letters  from  Abroad  :    Translations  and  Fragments,  edited  by  Mrs.  SHELLEY. 
With  a  Biography  of  Shelley,  and  an  Index  of  the  Prose  Works. 
S*  Also  a  few  copies  of  a  LARGE-PAPER  EDITION,  5  vols.,  cloth,  £2  vzs.  6d. 

Sherard  (R.  H.).— Rogues:  A  Novel.     Crown  Svo,  is.;  cloth,  is.  6d. 
Sheridan  (General  P.  H.),  Personal  Memoirs  of.   With  Portraits, 

Maps,  and  Facsimiles.     Two  \'g1s.,  demy  8vo,  cloth,  24J'. 


Sheridan's    (Richard    Brinsley)    Complete   Works,  with  Life  and 

Anecdotes.  Including  his  Dramatic  Writings,  his  Works  in  Prose  and  Poetrj-,  Translations,  Speeches, 
and  Jokes.     With  10  Illustrations.     Crown  Svo,  half-bound,  7J-.  6-/. 

The  Rivals,  The  School  for  Scandal,  and  other  Plavs.    Post  8vo.  hrilf-bound,  os. 

Sheridan's  Comedies:  The  Rivals  and  The  School  for  Scandal.  Edited,  with  an  Intro- 
duction and  Notes  to  each  Phy.  and  a  Biographical  Sketch,  by  Brander  Matthews.  With 
Illustrations.     Demy  8vo,  half-parchment,  12s.  td. 

Sidney's   (Sir  Philip)    Complete    Poetical    Works,   including  all 

those  in  '  Arcadia.'    With  Portrait,   Memorial-Introduction,  Notes,  &c.,  by  the  Rev.  A.  B.  GrOSART, 
D.D.     Three  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth  boards,  iSj. 

Sims  (George  R.),  Works  by. 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2J.  each  ;  cloth  limp,  2s.  td.  each. 


Tales  of  To-day. 

Dramas  of  Life.    With  60  Illustrations, 

Memoirs  of  a  Landlady. 

My  Two   Wives. 

Scenes  from  the  Show. 

The  Ten  Commandments :  Stories.  [Shortly. 


Rogues  and  Vagabonds. 
The  Ring  o'  Bells. 
Mary   Jane's  Memoirs. 
Mary  Jane  Married. 
Tinkletop's  Crime. 
Zeph  :    A  Circus  Storj-,  kc. 

Crov.n  gvo,  picture  cover,  is.  each ;  cloth,  zs.  6d.  each. 
Ho'W  the  Poor  Live;    and  Horrible  London. 
The   Dagonet  Reciter  and  Reader:   Being  Readings  and  Recitations  in  Prose  and  Verse, 

selected  from  liis  own  Works  by  GEORGE  R.  SlilS. 
The  Case  of  George  Candlemas.  |        Dagonet  Ditties.    (Fzom  T/ii  He/eree.) 

Dagcnet  Abroad.    Crown  ?vo,  cioth,  30.  td. 
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Signboards :  Their  History,  including  Anecdotes  of  Famous  Taverns  and 

Remarkable  Characters.    By  JACOB  Larwood  and  JOHN  CAMDEN  HOTTEN.    With  Coloured  Frontis 
piece  and  94  Illustrations.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  ^s.  (xi. 

Sister  Dora:    A  Biography.    By  Margaret  Lonsdale.     With    Four 

Illustrations.    Demy  8vo,  picture  cover,  4rf. ;  cloth.  (>d. 

Sketchiey  (Arthur) .—A  Match  in  the  Dark.     Post  8vo.  boards.  25. 
Slang   Dictionary  (The)  :    Etymological,  Historical,  and  Anecdotal. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  ts.  6d. 


Smart  (Hawley). — Without  Love  or  Licence:    A  Novel.    Crown 

8vo,  cloth  extra,  3J.  td.  ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Smith  (J.  Moyr),  Works  by. 

The  Prince  of  Apjolis.    With  130  Illustrations.    Post  8vo,  cloth  extra,  jr.  M. 

The  Wooing  of  the  Water  Witch.    With  numerous  Illustrations.    Post  8vo,  cloth,  6s. 

Society  in  London.     Crown  8vo,  is. ;  cloth,  15.  6d. 

Society  in  Paris:    The  Upper  Ten  Thousand.      A  Series  of  Letters 

from  Count  PAUL  Vasili  to  a  Young  French  Diplomat.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  6j. 

Somerset  (Lord  Henry).— Songs  of  Adieu.     Small  4to,  Jap,  vel., 6s. 
Spalding  (T.  A.,  LL.B.).— Elizabethan  Demonology:   An  Essay 

on  the  Belief  in  the  Existence  of  Devils.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  ss. 

Speight  (T.  W.)7NoveTs"by! 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
The  Mysteriea  of  Heron  Dyke.  I       Back  to  Life. 

By  Devious  Ways,  &c.  The  Loudwater  Tratfedy. 

Hoodwinked ;  &  Sandycroft  Mystery.         Burgo's  Romance. 

The  Golden  Hoop. I       Quittance  In  Full. 

Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  is.  6d.  eacli. 

A  Barren  Title.  I        Wife    or  No  Wif«7 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  y.  6d.  each. 

A  Secret  of  the  Sea.  |       The  Grey  M onki 

The  Sandycroft  Mystery.    Crown  8vo,  picture  cover,  is. 
The  Master  of  Trenance.    Three  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  15^.  net. 
A  Husband  from  the  Sea.    Post  8vo.  illustrated  boards,  gj. 

Spenser  for  Children.   By  M.  H.  Towry.    With  Coloured  Illustrations 

by  Walter  J.  Morgan.    Crown  4to,  cloth  extra,  js.  6n. 

Staff ord_( J ohn).— Doris  and  I,  &c.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3^.  6d.  [s/tortiy. 
Starry  Heavens  (The)  :  A  Poetical  Birthday  Book.     Royal  i6mo, 

cloth  extra,  2J.  6rf. 

Stedman  (E.  C),  Works  by.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  9s.  each. 

Victorian  Poets. I        The  Poets   of  America. 

Stephens  (Riccardo,  M.B.).— The  Cruciform  Mark:  The  Strange 

Story  of  Richard  Tregenna.  Bachelor  of  Medicine  (Univ.  Edinb.l    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  6s. 

Sterndale  (R.  Armitage).— The  Afghan  Knife:   A  Novel.    Crown 

8vo,  cloth  extra,  3^-.  6rf. ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  Ixiards,  2j. 

Stevenson  (R.  Louis),  Works  by.     Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6i.  ea. 

Travels  with  a  Donkey.    With  a  Frontispiece  by  Walter  CRANE, 
An  Inland  Yoyatfe.    With  a  Frontispiece  by  Walter  Crane. 


Crown  8vo,  buckram,  gilt  top,  6s.  each. 
Familiar  Studies  of  Men  and  Books. 
The  Silverado  Squatters.    With  Frontispiece  by  T.  D.  Strong. 
The  Merry  Men.  I     Underwoods:    Poems. 

Memories  and  Portraits. 

Virginibus  Puerisque.  and  other  Papers,     f     Ballads.  |     Prlne«  OtiOt 

Across   the  Plains,  with  other  Memories  and  Essays. 

New  Arabian  Nights.    Crown  8vo,  buckram,  gilt  top,  6s. ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

The  Suicide  Club;  and  The  Rajah's  Diamond.    (From  New  Arabian  Nights.)    With 

Eight  Illustrations  by  W.  J.  Hennessy.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  5J. 
The  Edinburgh  Edition  of  the  Works  of  Robert  iLouls  Stevenson.     Twenty-seven 

Vols.,  demy  8vo.    This  Edition  (which  is  hmited  to  1,000  copies)  is  sold  only  in  Sets,  the  price  of 
which  may  be  learned  from  the  Booksellers.    The  First  Volume  was  published  Nov.,  1894, 

Bongs  of  Travel.    Crown  8vo,  buckram,  sj.  [Shortly. 

Weir  of  Hermlston.   (R.  L.  Stevenson's  Last  Work.)   Large  crown  8ro,  6x.  iMay 
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Stoddard  (C.  Warren).— Summer  Cruising  in  the  South  Seas. 

Illustrated  by  WaLLIS  MackaV.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  y.  6rf. 

Stories  from    Foreign   Novelists.      With  Notices  by    Helen  and 

Alice  ZIMMERN.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  y.  td.  ;  post  8ro,  illustrated  boards,  2J. 

Strange   Manuscript    (A)    Found  in  a  Copper  Cylinder.     Crown 

8to,  cloth  extra,  with  19  Illustrations  by  GILBERT  GAUL,  jx.  ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  zi. 

Strange  Secrets.     Told  by  Percy  Fitzgerald,  Conan  Doyle,  Flor- 
ence marryat,  &c.    Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards.  2j. 

Strutt  (Joseph).  —The  Sports  and  Pastimes  of  the  People  of 

England;  including  the  Rural  and  Domestic  Recreations,  May  Games,  Mummeries,  Shows,  &c.,  from 
the  Earliest  Period  to  the  Present  Time.  Edited  by  WILLIAM  HONE.  With  140  Illustrations.  Crown 
8to,  cloth  extra,  7J.  dd. 

Swift's  (Dean)  Choice  Works,  in  Prose  and  Verse.     With  Memoir, 

Portrait,  and  Facsimiles  of  the  Maps  in  '  Gulliver's  Travels."     Crown  Svo,  cloth,  7J.  6rf. 
Onlllver's  Travels,  and  A  Tale  of  a  Tub.    Post  Svo,  half-bound,  is. 
Jonathan  Swift :  A  Study.    By  J.  Churton  Collins.    Crown  8to,  cloth  extra,  Sr. 


Swinburne  (Algernon  C),  Works  by. 


Selections  from  the  Poetical  Works  of 
A.  C.  Swlnbarne.    Fcap.  Svo,  6j. 

Atalanta  in  Calydon.    Crown  8vo,  ds. 

Chastelard  S  A  Tragedy.     Crown  Svo,  ns. 

Poems  and  Ballads.  First  Series.  Crown 
8vo,  or  fcap.  Svo,  gj-. 

Poems  and  Ballads.  Second  Series.  Crown 

Svo,  9^. 

Poems  &  Ballads.  Third  Series.  Cr.  8to,  7/. 
Songs  before  Sunrise.    Crown  8vo,  lof.  6rf. 
Bothwell :  .^  Tragedy.    Crown  Svo,  i2j.  td. 
Songs  of  Two  Nations.    Crown  Svo,  6j. 
George  Chapman.    (S<e  Vol.  II.  of  G.  CHAP- 

MAN'5  ■\Scrk-.;     Crown  8vo,  6j. 
Essays  and  Studies.    Crown  Svo,  izj-. 
Erechtheus  :  A  Tragedy.     Crown  Svo,  6x. 


A  Note  on  Charlotte  Bronte.    Cr.  8vo,  &r 

A  Study  of  Shakespeare.    Crown  8vo,  8j. 

Songs  of  the  SprLngtldea.    Crown  Svo,  ts. 

Studies  In  Song,    trown  8vo,  7J. 

Mary  Stuart:  A  Tragedy.    Crown  Svo,  a*. 

Tristram  of  Lyonesse.    Crown  Svo,  <^. 

A  Century  of  Roundels.    Small  4to,&r. 

A  Midsummer  Holiday.    Crown  8vo,  ts. 

Marino  Fallero  :  A  Tragedy.    Crown  Svo,  6* 

A  Study  of  Victor  Hugo.    Crown  Svo,  dr. 

Miscellanies.     Crown  Svo,  I2J. 

LiOCrlne  :  A  Tragedy.     Crown  Svo,  6j. 

A  Study  of  Ben  Jonson.    Crown  8vo,  ^s. 

The  Sisters  :  A  Tragedy.     Crown  Svo,  ts. 

Astrophel,  &c.    Crown  Svo,  -js. 

Studies  in  Prose  and  Poetry.    Cr.  8vo,  9^. 


Syntax's  (Dr.)  Three  Tours :  In  Search  of  the  Picturesque,  in  Search 

of  Consolation,  and  in  Search  of  a  Wife.    With  ROWLANDSON'S  Coloured  Illustrations,  and  Life  of  the 
Author  by  J.  C.  HOTTEN.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  is.  6d. 

Taine's  History  of  English  Literature.     Translated  by  Henry  Van 

LAUN.     Four  Vols.,  small  demy  Svo,  cloth  boards,  30?.— POPULAR  EDITION,  Two  Vols.,  large  crown 
Svo,  cloth  extra,  15J. 

Taylor  (Bayard).  —  Diversions  of  the  Echo  Club:    Burlesques  of 

Modem  Writers.     Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  2s. 

Taylor  (Dr.  J.  E.,  F.L.S.),  Works  by.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  5^.  each. 

The  Sagacity  and  Morality  of  Plants :  A  Sketch  of  the  Life  and  Conduct  of  the  Vegetabto 

Kingdom.     With  a  Coloured  frontispiece  and  loo  Illustrations. 
Our  Common  British  Fossils,  and  Where  to  Find  Them.    With  331  Illustrations. 
The  Playtime  Naturalist.    With  366  Illustrations. 

Taylor    (Tom).  —  Historical    Dramas.       Containing:    'Clancarty,' 

'Jeanne  Dare.' "Twixt  Axe  and  Crown," 'The  Fool's  Revenge,"  '  Arltwright's  Wife,"  'Anne  Boleyn,' 
'Plot  and  Passion."    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  -js.  M. 

S*  The  Plays  may  also  be  had  separately,  at  \s.  each. 


Tennyson  (Lord)  :  A  Biographical  Sketch. 

Svo,  portrait  cover,  \s.  ;  clotli,  ij.  6rf. 


By  H.  J.  Jennings.     Post 


Thackerayana :  Notes  and  Anecdotes.    With  Coloured  Frontispiece  and 

Hundreds  of  Sketches  by  WiLLIAM  MAKEPEACE  THACKERAY.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7^-.  td. 


Thames,  A  New  Pictorial    History  of  the. 

With  340  Illustrations.    Post  Svo.  is.  ;  cloth,  u.  dd. 


By  A.  S.  Krausse. 


Thiers  (Adolphe).  —  History  of  the  Consulate  and  Empire  of 

France  under  Napoleon.    Translated  by  D.  FORBES  CAMPBEI-L  and  JOHN  STEBBING.    With  3«  Stcd 

FtettS'   I?  Vols.,  deniy  Sva,  etetb  extfa.  12*.  eack 
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Thomas  (Bertha),  Novels  by.    Cr.  8vo,  cl.,  3s.  6d.  ea.;  post  8vo,  2s.  ea. 

The  YioUn-Player.  j     Proud  Malsle. 

Cpessida.    Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2S. 

Thomson*s  Seasons,  and  The  Castle  of  Indolence.      With   Intro- 

ductioii  by  ALLAN  CUNNINGHAM,  and  48  Illustrations.    Post  8vo,  half-bound,  2s. 

Thornbury  (Walter),  Books  by. 

The  Life  and  Coppespondence  of  J.  M.  W.  Turner.    With  Illustrations  in  Colours.    Crown 

8vo,  cloth  extra,  yj.  6rf.  

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s,  each. 
Old  Stories  Re-told.  I     Tales  for  the  Marines. 

Timbs  (John),  Works  by.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  75.  6d.  each. 

The  History  of  Clubs  and  Club  Life  in  London :  Anecdotes  ot  its  Famous  Coftee-houses, 

Hostelries,  and  Taverns.     With  42  Illustrations. 
English  Eccentrics  and  Eccentricities:  Stories  of  Delusions,  Impostures,  Sporting  Scenes, 

Eccentric  Artists,  Theatrical  Folk,  &c.    With  48  Illustrations. 

Transvaal  (The).    By  John  de  Villiers.    With  Map.     Crown  8vo,  15. 
Trollope  (Anthony),  Novels  by. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3^-.  6d.  each ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  aj.  each. 
The   "Way  We  Live  Noiar.  I     Mr.  Scarborough's  Family. 

Frau  Frohmann.  I     The  Land-Leaguers. 

Post  8to,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Kept  In  the   Dark.  I     The  American  Senator. 

The  Golden  Lion  of  Granpere.  I     John  Caldigate.  |     Marlon  Fay. 


Trollope  (Frances  E.),  Novels  by. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3J.  6d.  each  ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2S.  each. 
Like  Ships  Upon  the  Sea.   |     Mabel's  Progress.  I     Anne  Furnesa. 

Trollope  (T.  A.). — Diamond  Cut  Diamond.    Post  8vo,  illust.  bds.,  2s. 
Trowbridge  (J.  T.).— Farnell's  Folly.     Post  8vo,  illust.  boards,  25. 
Tytler  (C.  C.  Fraser-).— Mistress  Judith:    A  Novel.    Crown  8vo, 

cloth  extra,  3s.  6rf. ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  zs. 

Tytler  (Sarah),  Novels  by. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each  ;  post  8ro,  illustrated  boards,  sj.  each. 
Lady  Bell.  I  Buried  Diamonds.  |   The  Blackhall  Ghosts. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
'What  She  Came  Through.                       I     The  Huguenot  Family, 
Citoyenne  Jacqueline.  Noblesse  Oblige. 

The  Bride's  Pass.  Beauty   and  the  Beast. 

Saint  Mungo's  City.  1     Disappeared. 

The  Maodonald  Lass.    With  Frontispiece.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3^.  6d. 

Upward  (Allen),  Novels  by. 

The  Queen  Against  O^iren.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  with  Frontispiece,  y.  6d. ;  post  8vo,  boards,  2s. 

The  Prince  of  Balkistan.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3^.  6d. 

A  CroiBfn  of  Stramr.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  6s. [Shortly. 

Vashti  and  Esther.     By  the  Writer  of  'Belle's'  Letters  in  The  World. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3J.  6d. 

Villari  (Linda).— A  Double  Bond;  A  Story.    Fcap.  8vo,  15. 

Vizetelly  (Ernest  A.).— The  Scorpion:  A  Romance  of  Spain.    With 

a  Frontispiece.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  -^s.  6d. 

Walton  and  Cotton's  Complete  Angler ;   or,  The  Contemplative 

Man's  Recreation,  by  IZAAK  WALTON  ;  and  Instructions  How  to  Angle,  for  a  Trout  or  Graylingr  in  a 
clear  Stream,  by  CHARLES  COTTON.  With  Memoirs  and  Notes  by  Sir  Harris  Nicolas,  and  6i 
Illustrations.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  antique,  js.  6d. 

Walt  Whitman,  Poems  by.     Edited,  with  Introduction,  by  William 

M.  ROSSETTI.    With  Portrait.    Crown  Svo.  hand-made  paper  and  buckram.  6s. _ 

Ward  (Herbert),  Books  by. 

Five  Years  with  the  Congo  Cannibals.    With  92  Illustrations.    Royal  Svo,  cloth,  14^, 
My  Life  with  Stanley's  Rear  Guard.    With  Map.    Post  Svo,  xs. ;  cloth,  is.  dd, 
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Walford  (Edward,  M.A.),  Works  by. 

Walford's  County  Families  of  the  United  Kingdom  (1836).  Containing  ttie  Descent, 
Birtli,  Marriage,  Education,  &c.,  of  12,000  Heads  of  Families,  their  Heirs,  Ofl5ccs,  Addresses,  Clubs, 
&c.     Royal  Svo,  cloth  gilt,  sos. 

Walford's  Shillling  Peerage  (1896).  Containing  a  List  of  the  House  of  Lords,  Scotch  and 
Irish  Peers,  &c.     ssmo,  cloth,  zs. 

Walford's    Shilling   Baronetage    (1896).     Containing  a  List  of  the  Baronets  of  the  United 


Kingdom,  Biographical  Notices,  Addresses,  &c.  32mo.  cloth,  is. 
alford's  Shilling  Knightage  (1896;.  Containing  a  Lii 
Kingdom,  Biographical  Notices,  Addresses,  &c.     32mo,  cloth,  is. 


Walford's    Shilling   Knightage    (1896;.     Containing  a  List  of  the  Knights  of  the   United 


Walford's  Shilling  House  of  Commons  (1896).    Containing  a  List  of  all  the  Members  of  the 

New  Parliament,  their  Addresses,  Clubs,  &:c.     ssmo,  cloth,  is. 
Walford's  Complete  Peerage,  Baronetage,  Knightage,  and  House  of  Commons 

(1896).    Royal  52mo,  cloth,  gilt  edges,  5J. 

Tales  of  our  Great  Families.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3J.  6d. 

Warner  (Charles  Dudley). — A  Roundabout  Journey.    Crown  8vo, 

cloth  extra,  6s. 

Warrant  to  Execute  Charles  I.     A  Facsimile,  with  the  59  Signatures 

and  Seals.     Printed  on  paper  22  in.  by  14  in.     2s. 
Warrant  to  Execute  Mary  Queen  of  Scots.    A  Facsimile,  including  Queen  EUzabeth's  Signa- 
ture and  the  Great  Seal.    2s. 

Washingrton's  (George)  Rules  of  Civility  Traced  to  their  Sources 

and  Restored  by  MON'CURE  D.  CONWAV.     Fcap.  8vo,  Japanese  vellum,  2S.  dd. 

Wassermann  (Lillias),  Novels  by. 

The  Daffodils.    Crown  8vo,  is. ;  cloth,  is.  6d. 


The  Marquis  of  Carabaa.    By  Aaron  Watson  and  Lillias  Wassermann.     Post  8vo, 

illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Weather,  How  to  Foretell  the,  with  the  Pocket  Spectroscope. 

By  F.  W.  CORY.    With  Ten  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo,  is. ;  cloth,  is.  6rf. 

Webber  (Byron).— Fun,  Frolic,  and  Fancy.     With  43  Illustrations 

by  PHIL  May  and  CHARLES  MAY.    Fcap.  4to,  cloth,  55-. 

Westall  (William),  Novels  by. 

Trust-Money.    Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  ;  cloth,  2s.  6d. 

Sons  of  Belial.     Two  Vob..  crcv.n  Svo,  loj.  net. 

Westbury   (Atha).— The  Shadow  of  Hilton  Fernbrook:   A  Ro- 

mance  of  Maoriland.     Cro\rn  Svo,  cloth,  y.  6d.  [Shortly. 

Whist,  How  to  Play  Solo.     By  Abraham  S.  Wilks  and  Charles  F. 

Pardon.    Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2<-. 

White  (Gilbert).— The  Natural  History  of  Selborne.      Post  8vo, 

printed  on  laid  paper  and  half-bound.  ■2s. 

Williams  (W.  Mattieu,  F.R.A.S.),  Works  byl 

Science  in  Short  Chapters.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  -js.  6d. 

A  Simple  Treatise  on  Heat.    AVith  Illustrations.    Crown  Svo,  cloth,  2s.  6d. 

The  Chemistry  of  Cookery.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  ts. 

The  Chemistry  of  Iron  and  Steel  Making.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  e.xtra,  gj. 

A  Vindication  of  Phrenology.    With  Portrait  and  43  lUusts.     Demy  8%'o,  cloth  extra,  12s.  6d. 

Williamson  (Mrs.  F.  H.).— A  Child  Widow.     Post  Svo,  bds.,  25. 
Wills   (W.   H.,   M.D.).— An     Easy=going    Fellow.     CrownS^, 

cloth,  6s.      _^ [Shortly. 

Wilson  (Dr.  Andrew,  F.R.S.E.),  Works  by. 

Chapters  on  Evolution.    With  259  Illustrations.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  yj.  6d, 

Leaves  from  a  Naturalist's  Note-Book.    Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 

Leisure-Time  Studies.    With  Illustrations.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Studies  in  Life  and  Sense.    With  numerous  Illustrations.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Common  Accidents:  How  to  Treat  Them.    With  Illustrations.    Crown  Svo,  u. ;  cloth,  ij.td. 

Glimpses  of  Nature.    With  35  Illustrations.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  y.  6d. 

Winter  (J.  S.),  Stories  by.     Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  25.  each; 

cloth  limp,  2J.  6d.  each. 
Cavalry  Life.  |     Regimental  Legends. 

A  Soldier's  Children.    With  34  lUustrations  by  E.  G.  Thomson  and  E.  STUART  HardY.    Crown 

Svo,  cloth  extra,  y.  6d.  

Wissmann    (Hermann    von).  —  My    Second    Journey   through 

Equatorial  Africa.    With  92  Illustrations.    Demy  Sro,  doth,  \6s. 
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Wood  (H.  F.),  Detective  Stories  by.     Post  8vo,  boards,  2s.  each, 


The  Passenger  from  Scotland  Yard.    | 


The 


Englishman  of  the  Rue  Cain. 


Wood  (Lady) .— Sabina ;  A  Novel.     Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 
Woolley  (Celia  Parker).— Rachel  Armstrong;  or,  Love  and  The- 

ology.    Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2J. ;  cloth,  ss.  6d. 

Wright  (Thomas),  Works  by.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  75.  6i.  each. 

The  Caricature  History  of  the  Georges.    With  400  Caricatures,  Squibs,  Sec. 

History  of  Caricature  and  of  Jhe  Grotesque  in  Art,  Literature,  Sculpture,  and 


Wynman  (Margaret).— My  Flirtations.     With  13  Illustrations  by 

J.  Bernard  Partridge.    Post  8vo,  cloth,  3J.  6d. 

Yates  (Edmund),  Novels  by.     Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2*.  each. 

Land  at  Last.  I        The  Forlorn  Hope.  |        Castaway. 

Zangwill  (I.).  —  Ghetto  Tragedies. 

A.  S.  Boyd.     Fcap.  8vo,  picture  cover,  is.  net. 


With   Three   Illustrations  by 


Zola  (Emile),  Novels  by.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  35.  6d.  each. 

The  Fat  and  the  Thin.    Translated  by  Ernest  A.  Vizetelly. 
Money.    Translated  by  ERNEST  A.  ViZETELLY. 


The  Downfall.    Translated  by  E.  A.  ViZETELLY. 
The  Dream.    Translated  by  Eliza  Chase.    With  Eij 
Doctor  Pascal.    Translated  by  E.  A.  Vizetelly. 
Lourdes.    Translated  by  ERNEST  A.  ViZETELLY. 
Rome.    Translated  by  ERNEST  A.  ViZETELLY. 


ight  Illustrations  by  JEANNIOT. 
With  Portrait  of  the  Author. 


[SAort/y. 


SOME   BOOKS  CLASSIFIED  IN  SERIES. 

»•  For  fuller  cataloguing,  see  alphabetical  arrangement,  pp.  1-26. 


The  Mayfair  Library.    Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d.  per  Volume. 


A  Journey  Bonnd  My  Room.  By  X.  de  Maistre. 

Translated  by  Sir  HENRY  A TTWELL. 
Quips  and  Quiddities.    By  W.  D.  Adams. 
The  Agony  Column  of  '  The  Times.' 
Melancholy  Anatomised :  Abridgment  of  BURTON. 
Poetical  Ingenuities.    By  W.  T.  DOBSON. 
The  Cupboard  Papers.    By  Fin-Bec. 
W.  B.  Gilbert  8  Plays.    Three  Series. 
Songs  of  Iriali  Wit  and  Humour. 
Animals  and  their  Masters.    By  Sir  A.  HELPS. 
Serial  Pressure.     By  Sir  A.  HELPS. 
Curiosities  of  Criticism.    By  H.  J .  j  ennings. 
The  Autocrat  of  the  Breakfast-Table.  By  Oliver 

WENDELL  Holmes. 
Pencil  and  Palette.    By  R.  Kempt. 
Little  Essays:  from  LAMB'S  LETTERS. 
Foreng.c  Anecdotes.    By  Jacob  Larwood. 


Theatrical  Anecdotes.    By  Jacob  Larwood. 
Jeux  d'Esprlt.    Edited  by  Henry  S.  Leigh. 
Witch  Stories.    By  E.  LYNN  LiNTON. 
Ourselves.    By  E.  LYNN  Linton. 
Pastimes  and  Players.    By  R.  Macgregor. 
New  Paul  and  Virginia.    By  W.  H.  Mallock. 
The  New  Republic.    By  W.  H.  Mallock. 
Puck  on  Pegasus.    By  H.  C.  Pennell. 
Pegasus  Re  saddled.    By  H.  C.  Pennell. 
Muses  of  Mayfair.    Edited  by  H.  C.  Pennell. 
Thoreau  :  His  Life  and  Aims.    By  H.  A.  PAGE. 
Puniana.    By  Hon.  HUGH  Rowley. 
More  Puniana.    By  Hon.  HUGH  ROWLBY. 
The  Philosophy  of  Handwriting. 
By  Stream  and  Sea.    By  William  Senior. 
Leaves  from  a  Naturaliat'a  Note-Book.    By  Dr. 
Andrew  Wilson. 


The  Golden  Library.      Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  25.  per  Volume. 


Diversions  of  the  Echo  Club.  Bayard  Taylor. 
Bongs  for  Sailors.    By  W.  C.  Bennett. 
Lives  of  the  Necromancers.    By  W.  Godwin. 
The  Poetical  Works  of  Alexander  Pope. 
Scenes  of  Country  Life.    By  Edward  Jesse. 
Tale  for  a  Chimney  Comer.    By  Leigh  Hunt. 


The    Autocrat   of   the  Breakfaat    Tabic.      By 

Oliver  Wendell  Holmes. 
La  Mort  d' Arthur :  Selections  from  Mallory. 
Provincial  Letters  of  Blaise  Pascal. 

and  Keflections  of  Rochefoucauld. 


The  Wanderer's  Library. 

Wanderings  in   Patagonia.    By  Julius   Beer- 

BOHM.     Illustrated. 
Merrie  England  in  the  Olden  Time.  By  G.  Daniel. 

Illustrated  by  ROBERT  CRUIKSHANK. 
Circus  Life.     By  THOMAS  FROST. 
Lives  of  the  Conjurers.    By  Thomas  Frost. 
The  Old  Showmen  and  the  Old  London  Fairs.    By 

Thomas  Frost. 
Low-Life  Deeps.    By  James  Greenwood. 
Tne  Wilds  of  London.    By  James  Greenwood. 


Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each. 

Tunis.    By  Chev.  Hesse-Wartegg.    aa  Illusts. 
Life  and  Adventures  of  a  Cheap  Jack. 
World  Behind  the  Scenes.    By  P.  Fitzgerald. 
Tavern  Anecdotes  and  Sayings. 
The  Genial  Showman.    By  E.  P.  Hingston. 
Storv  of  London  Parks.    By  Jacob  Larwood. 
London  Characters.    By  Henry  Mayhew. 
Seven  Generations  of  Executioners. 
Bummer  Cruising  in  the  South  Seai.     By  C. 
Warren  Stoddard,    illustrated. 
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Books  in  Series— continued. 

Handy  Novels.  Fcap.  Svo,  cloth  boards,  is.  W.  each. 
The  Old  Maid  «  Sweetheart.  By  A.  St.  Aubyn.  i  A  Lott  Bonl.  By  W.  L.  Aldev. 
Modeat  Little  Swa.    By  Alan  St.  AUB-i-N.  Dr.  PaUUer  g  Patient.    By  Grant  Allev. 

Seven  Sleeperi  of  EphesM.    M.E.Coleridge.  Monte  Cirlo  Stories.    By  J  o.\N  Barrett. 

Taken  from  the  Enemy.    By  H.  Newbolt. '     Black  Spirit!  and  White.    By  R.  A.  Cram. 


My     Library.      Printed  on  laid  paper, 
Citation  and  Examination  of  William  Shakipeare. 

By  W.  S.  LANDOR. 

The  Journal  of  Maurice  de  Qnerin. 


post  Svo,  half-Roxburghe,  2S.  6d.  each. 
Christie  Johnstone.    Bv  Charles  Reade 
Peg  Woffington.    By  Charles  Reade. 
The  Dramatic  Esaays  of  Charles  Lamb. 


The  Pocket  Library.    Post  8vo,  printed  on  laid  paper  and  hf.-bd..  2S.  each. 

White  s  Natnral  History  of  Selbome. 
Oaiilver  8  Travels,  icz.     Bv  Dean  Swtft. 
Plavs  bv  R:chard  Brin5Ley  Sheridan. 
Anecdotes  of  the  Clergy.    By  Jacob  Larwocd. 
Thonisons  Seasons.     l!!-jstrated. 
A  utocrat  of  the  BrealLfast-Table  and  The  Professor 
at  the  Breakfast  Table.     By  O.  W.  HOLMES. 


The  Esaays  of  Ella.    Bv  Charles  Lamb. 
Bobinson  Crusoe.  Illustrated  by  G.  CRUIKSHANK. 
Whims  and  Oddities.    Bv  Thomas  Hood. 
The  Barber  s  Chair.    By  Douglas  Jerrold. 
Gastronomy.    By  Brillat-Savarin. 
The  Epicurean,  &c.    By  Thomas  Moore. 
Leigh  Hunt  s  Essays.    Edited  by  E.  Ollier, 


THE   PICCADILLY   NOVELS. 

Library  Editions  of  Novels, naany  Illustrated,  crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each. 

By  F.  M.  ALLEN. 
Green  as  Grass. 

By  GRANT  ALLEN. 

The  Great  Taboo. 


Philistia. 

Etrange  Stories. 

Babylon. 

For  Maimle  8  Sake, 

In  all  Shades. 

The  Beckoning  Hand. 

The  Devil  B  Die. 

ThU  Mortal  Coil. 

The  Tents  of  ijhem. 


Dumaresq  s  Daughter. 
Duchess  of  Powysland. 
Blood  Royal. 
Ivan    Greets    Master- 
piece. 
The  Scallyrrag. 
At  Market  Value. 
Under  Sealed  Orders. 
By  MARY  ANDERSON. 
Othello  B  Occupation. 

By  EDWIN  L.  ARNOLD. 
Phra  the  i-hcenician.    j  Constable  of  St.  Nicholas. 

By  ROBERT  BARR. 
In  a  Steamer  Chair.        |  From  Whose  Bourne. 

By  FRANK  BARRETT. 
The  Woman  of  the  iron  Bracelets. 

By   'BELLE.' 

Vaihtl  and  Esther. 
By  SirW.  BESANT  and  J.  RFCE. 

Ready  MoneyMortiboy.  1  By  Celia  s  Arbour. 


Mv  lattle  Girl 
With  Harp  and  Crown. 
This  Son  of  Vulcan. 
The  Golden  Butterfly. 
The  Monks  of  Thelema. 

By  Sir  WALTER  BESANT. 
All    Sorts   and    Condi- !  To  CaU  Her  Mine. 


Chaplain  of  the  Fleet. 
The  Seamy  Side. 
The  Case  of  Mr.  Lucraft. 
In  Trafalgar  s  Bay. 
The  Ten  Years  Tenant. 


tlons  of  Men. 
The  Captains'  Room. 
All  in  a  Garden  Fair. 
Dorothy  Forster. 
TJncle  Jack. 
The  World  Went  Very 

Well  Then. 
Children  of  Gibeon.         I 
Herr  Paulus.  1 

For  Faith  and  Freedom. 

By  PAUL  BOURGET. 
ALlTlagLle. 

By   ROBERT  BUCHANAN. 


Shadow  of  the  Sword 

A  Child  of  Nature. 

God  and  the  Man. 

Martyrdom  of  Madeline 

Love  Me  for  Ever. 

Annan  Water.  j 

Foxglove  Manor.  I 

ROB.  BUCHANAN  &  HY.  MURRAY 

The  Charlatan. 

By  J.  MITCHELL  CHAPPLE. 
The  Minor  Chord. 


TheNew  Abelard. 
Matt.       Rachel  Dene. 
Master  of  the  Mine. 
The  H>-ir  of  Linne. 
Woman  and  the  Man. 
Red  and  White  Heather. 


By   HALL  CAINE. 

The  Shadow  01  a  Crime.  1  The  Deemster. 
A  Bon  of  Hagar.  I 

By  MACLAREN  COBBAN. 
The  Red  Sultan.  The  Burden  of  Isabel. 

By  MORT.  &  FRANCES  COLLINS. 
Transmigration.  I  From  Midnight  to  Mid- 

Blacksmith  4  Scholar.         night. 
The  Village  Comedy.        |  You  Play  me  False. 

By  WILKIE   COLLINS. 
Armadale.  ,  AfterDark.     The  Frozen  Deep. 


The  BeU  of  St.  Pauls. 
The  Holy  Rose. 
Armorel  of  Lyonesse. 
8.  Katherlne  s  bv  Tower 
Verbena  Camellia  Ste- 

phanotis. 
The  Ivory  Gate. 
The  Rebel  Queen. 
Bevond   the  Dreams  of 

Avarice. 


The  Two  Destinies. 
The  Law  and  the  Lady, 
The  Haunted  Hotel. 
The  Fallen  Leaves. 
Jezebel  s  Daughter. 
The  Black  Robe. 
Heart  and  Science. 
■  I  Say  No.' 
Little  Novels. 
The  Evil  Genius. 
The  Legacy  of  Cain. 
A  Rogue's  Life. 
Blind  Love. 


No  Name. 

Antonina. 

BasU. 

Hide  and  Seek. 

The  Dead  Secret. 

Queen  of  Hearts. 

Mv  Idiscellanies. 

The  Woman  in  Whit«, 

The  Moonstone. 

Man  and  Wife. 

Poor  Miss  Finch. 

MiM  or  Mrs.  1 

The  New  Magdalen. 

By  DUTTON  COOK. 
Paul  Foster's  Daughter. 

By  E.  H.  COOPER. 
Geoffory  Hanulton. 

By  V.  CECIL  COTES. 
Two  Girls  on  a  Barge. 

By  C.  EGBERT  CRADDOCK. 
Els  Vanished  Star. 

By  H.  N.  CRELLIN. 
Romances  of  the  Old  Seraglio. 

By  MATT  CRIM. 
The  Adventtires  of  a  Fair  Rebel. 

By  S.  R.  CROCKETT  and  others. 
Tales  of  Our  Coast. 

By  B.  M.  CROKER. 


Diana  Barrlngton. 
Proper  Pride. 
A  Family  Likeness. 
Pretty  Miss  Neville. 
A  Bird  of  Passage. 


To  Let. 
Mr.  Jervis. 
Village  Tales  4  Jungle 

Tragedies. 
The  RmU  Lady  Hilda. 


By  WILLIAM  CYPLES. 

Hearts  of  Gold. 

By  ALPHONSE   DAUDET. 

The  Evancelist  :  or.  Port  Salvation. 

By  H.  COLEMAN   DAVIDSON. 
B4r.  Sadler  s  Daughters. 

By  ERASMUS   DAWSON. 
The  Fountain  of  ToutiL 

By  JAMES  DE  MILLE. 
A  Castle  in  Spain. 
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I  The  Tiger  Lily. 
I  The  White  Virgin. 


The  Piccadilly  (3/6)  Hovevs— continued. 

By.  J.  LEITH   DERWENT. 

Our  Lady  of  Tears.  |  Circe's  Lovers. 

By  DICK  DONOVAN. 

Tracked  to  Doom.  I  TbeMystery  of  Jamaica 

Man  from  Manchester.  1     Terrace. 

By  A.  CONAN  DOYLE. 

The  Firm  of  Girdlestone. 

By  S.  JEANNETTE   DUNCAN. 

A  Daughter  of  Today.  |   Vernon's  Aunt. 
By  Q.  MANVILLE  FENN. 
The  New  Mistress. 
Witness  to  the  Deed. 

By  PERCY  FITZGERALD. 
Fatal  Zero. 

By  R.  E.  FRANCILLON. 
One  by  One.  I  Ropes  of  Sand. 

A  Dog  and  his  Shado'w.     Jack  Doyle  s  Daughter, 
A  Real  Queen.  I 

Prefaced  by  Sir  BARTLE   FRERE. 
Pandurang  Hari. 

BY  EDWARD  GARRETT. 
The  Capel  Girls. 

By  PAUL  GAULOT. 
The  Red  Shirts. 

By  CHARLES  GIBBON. 
Robin  Gray.  I  The  Golden  bhaft. 

Loving  a  Dream.  | 

By  E.   GLANVILLE. 
The  Lost  Heiress.  I  The  Fossicker. 

A  Fair  Colonist.  |  The  Golden  Rock. 

By  E.  J.   GOODMAN. 
The  Fate  of  Herbert  Wayne. 

By  Rev.  S.  BARING  GOULD. 
Red  Spider.  I  Eve. 

By  CECIL  GRIFFITH. 

Corinthia  Marazion. 

By  SYDNEY  GRUNDY. 
The  Days  of  his  Vanity. 

By  THOMAS  HARDY. 
Under  the  Greenwood  Tree. 

By  BRET  HARTE. 


A  Waif  of  the  Plains. 
A  Ward  of  the  Golden 

Gate. 
A    Sappho    of    Green 

Springs. 
Col.  Starbottle'B  Client. 

By  JULIAN  HAWTHORNE 


busy. 

Sally  Dows. 

A    Protegee    of 

Hamlin  s. 
Bell-Ringer  of  Angels. 
Clarence. 


Jack 


Beatrix  Randolph. 
David  Poindexter  3  Dis- 


appearance. 
The     Spectre 
Camera. 


Garth, 

Ellice  Quentin. 

Sebastian  Strome. 

Dust. 

Fortune's  Fool. 

By  Sir  A.  HELPS. 
Ivan  de  Biron. 

By  I.  HENDERSON. 
Agatha  Page. 

By  G.  A.  HENTY. 

Rujub  the  Juggler.         I  Dorothy  s  Double. 

By  JOHN  HILL. 
The  Common  Ancestor. 

By  Mrs.  HUNGERFORD. 

I  ady  Verner's  Flight.       I  The  Three  Graces 
The  Red  House  Mystery.  | 


By  Mrs.  ALFRED  HUNT. 

den  Casket.        I  Self-Condemned. 
I  Mi-8.  Juliet. 


The  Leaden  Casket, 
That  Other  Person. 

By  C.  J.  CUTCLIFFE  HYNE. 
Honour  of  Thieves. 

By  R.  ASHE  KING. 
A  Drawn  Game. 
'  The  Wearing  of  tha  Qreen.' 


By  EDMOND  LEPELLETIER. 

Madame  Sans  Gt^ne. 

By  HARRY  LINDSAY. 

Rhoda  Roberts. 

By  E.  LYNN  LINTON. 

Patricia  Kemball.  Sowing  the  Wind. 

Under  which  Lord  7  The  Atonement  ofLeam 

'  My  Love  1 '  Dundas. 

lone.  The  World  Well  Lost. 

Paston  Carew.  The  One  Too  Many. 

By  HENRY  W.  LUCY. 
Gideon  Fleyce. 

By  JUSTIN  McCarthy. 


Miss  Misanthrope. 
Donna  Quixote. 
Red  Diamonds. 
Maid  of  Athens, 
The  Dictator. 
The  Comet  of  a  Season. 


A  Fair  Saxon 
Linley  Rochford. 
Dear  Lady  Disdain. 
Camiola. 

Waterdale  Neighbours. 
My  Enemy's  Daughter. 

By  JUSTIN  H.  MCCARTHY. 

A  London  Legend. 

By  GEORGE  MACDONALD. 

Heather  and  Snow.         |  Phantastes. 
By  L.  T.  MEADE. 
A  Soldier  of  Fortune.     |  In  an  Iron  Grip, 
By  BERTRAM  MITFORD. 
The  Gun-Runner.  I  The  King's  Assegai. 

The    Luck    of    Gerard    Renshaw        Fanning'! 
Ridgeley.  |     Quest. 

By  J.  E.  MUDDOCK. 
Maid  Marian  and  Robin  Hood. 
Basile  the  Jester. 

By  D.  CHRISTIE  MURRAY. 


A  Life's  Atonement. 
Joseph's  Coat. 
Coals  of  Fire. 
Old  Blazer's  Hero. 
Val  Strange.  |   Hearts. 
A  Model  Father. 
By  the  Gate  of  the  Sea. 
A  Bit  of  Human  Nature. 


First  Person  Singular. 
Cynic  Fortune. 
The  Way  of  the  World. 
BobMartin's  Little  Gin. 
Time's  Revenges. 
1  A  Wasted  Crime. 
In  Direst  Peril. 
Mount  Despair. 


By  MURRAY  and  HERMAN. 

The  Bishops'  Bible.         I  Paul  Jones's  Alias. 
One  Traveller  Returns.  | 

By  HUME  NISBET. 
'  Bail  Up  : ' 

By  W.  E.  NORRIS. 
Saint  Ann's.  |  BiUy  Bellew. 

By  G.  OHNET. 
A  Weird  Gift. 

By  OUIDA. 


Held  in  Bondage. 

Strathmore. 

Chandos. 

Under  Two  Flags. 

Idalia. 

Cecil     Castlemaine's 

Gage. 
Tricotrin. 
Puck. 

FoUe  Farine. 
A  Dog  of  Flanders. 
Pascarel. 
Signa. 

Princess  Napraxine. 
Ariadne. 


Two     Little     WoodAo 

Shoes. 
In  a  Winter  City. 
Friendship. 
Moths. 
Ruffjio. 
Pipistrello. 
A  Village  Commune. 
Bimbi. 
Wanda. 

Frescoes.   |    Othmar. 
lu  Maremma. 
Syrlm.         |  Guilderoy. 
Santa  Barbara. 
TwoOCcndsrs. 


By  MARGARET  A.  PAUL. 

Gentle  and  Simple. 

By  JAMES  PAYN. 

Lost  Sir  Massmgberd.  '  '    ~        " 

Less  Black  than  We're 

Painted. 
A  Confidential  Agent. 
A  Grape  from  a  Thorn. 
In  Peril  and  Privation. 
The   Mystery    of  Mir- 
By  Proxy.         [bridge. 
The  Canon's  Ward. 
Walter  s  Word. 


High  Spirits. 
Under  One  Roof. 
Glow-worm  Tales 
The  Talk  of  the  Tov\-n. 
Holiday  Tasks. 
For  Cash  OnJy. 
The  Burnt  Million. 
The  Word  and  the  Will. 
Sunny  Stories. 
A  Trying  Patient. 
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The  Piccadilly  (3/6)  'S ovevs— continued 

By  Mrs.  CAMPBELL  PRAED. 
Ontlaw  and  LawmaKer.  |  Ctuistlna  Cliard. 

By  E.  C.  PRICE. 
Valentlna.  I  Mrs.  Lancarter'a  Rival. 

The  Foreigners.  I 

By  RICHARD  PRYCE. 
Miss  Maxwell's  Affectiona. 

By  CHARLES  READE. 
It  is  Never  Too  Late  to  ,  Singleheart  andDouble 

Mend.  face 

The  Donble  Marriage.   ;  Good    Stories 


Love   Me   Little,  Love 

Me  Long. 
The   Cloister  and   the 

Hearth. 
The    Course    of    Tme 

Love. 
The  Autobiography  of 

a  Thief. 
Pet    Yourself   In    His 

Place. 
A  Terrible  Temptation, 
rue  JUt. 


of    Men 
and  other  Animals. 

Hard  Cash. 

Peg  Woffington. 
I  Christie  Johnstone. 
1  Griiftth  Gaunt. 
I  Foul  Play. 

The  Wandering  Heir. 

A  Woman-Hater. 

A  Simpleton. 

A  Perilous  Secret. 

Readiana. 


By  Mrs.  J.  H.  RIDDELL. 

Weird  Stories. 

By  AMELIE  RIVES. 

Barbara  Dering. 

By  F.  W.  ROBINSON. 

The  Hands  of  Jurtice. 

By  DORA  RUSSELL. 

A  Countsy  Bweetheart.  1  The  Drift  of  Fate. 
By  W.  CLARK  RUSSELL. 

Ocean  Tragedy.  I  Is  He  the  Man  ? 

My  Shipmate  tonise.        The    Good    Ship    'Mo- 
Alone  on  Wide  Wide  Sea       hock. ' 
The  Phantom  Death.        |  The  Convict  Ship. 

By  JOHN  SAUNDERS. 
Guy  Waterman.  I  The  Two  Dreamers. 

Bound  to  the  Wheel.      |  The   Lion  in  the  Path. 

By    KATHARINE  SAUNDERS. 
Margaret  and  Elizabeth  I  Heart  Salvage. 
Gideon  8  Rock.  Sebastian. 

The  High  MUls.  | 

Bv  ADELINE  SERGEANT. 
Dr.  Endlcott  s  Experiment. 

By  HAWLEY  SMART. 
Without  Love  or  Licence. 


By  T.  W.  SPEIGHT. 

A  Secret  of  the  Sea.         |  The  Grey  Monk. 

By  ALAN   ST.  AUBYN. 
A  Fellow  of  Trinity.        1  In  Face  of  the  World. 
The  Junior  Dean.  Orchard  Damerel  . 

Master  of  St.Benedict's.    The  Tremlett  Diamonds. 
To  his  Own  Master.         ' 

By  JOHN  STAFFORD. 
Dori2  and  I. 

By  R.  A.  STERNDALE. 
The  Afghan  Knife. 

By  BERTHA  THOMAS. 
Proud  Maisie.  |  The  Violin-Player. 

By  ANTHONY   TROLLOPE. 

The  Way  we  Live  Now.  |    Scarborough  s  Family. 
Fran  Frohmann.  I  The  Land-Leaguers. 

By  FRANCES  E.  TROLLOPE. 

Like    Ships   upon   the  1  Anne  Fumess. 
Sea.  I  Mabels  Progress. 

By  IVAN  TURGENIEFF,  &c. 
Stories  from  Foreign  Novelists. 

By  MARK  TWAIN. 
The  American  Claimant.  ;  Pudd  nhead  Wilson. 
The£l,OOO.OOOBanknote.    Tom  Sawyer.Detective. 
Tom  Sawyer  Abroad.      | 

By  C.   C.    FRASER=TYTLER. 
Mistress  Judith. 

By  SARAH  TYTLER. 
Lady  Bell.  I  The  Blackball  Ghosta. 

Buried  Diamonds.  |  The  Macdonald  Lass. 

By  ALLEN   UPWARD. 
The  Queen  against  Owen. 
The  Princ3  of  Balkistan. 

By  E.  A.  VIZETELLY. 

The  Scorpion  :  A  Romance  of  Spain. 

By  ATHA   WESTBURY. 
The  Shadow  of  Hilton  Fembrook. 

By  JOHN  STRANGE  WINTER. 
A  Soldier  s  Children. 

By  iMARQARET  WYNMAN. 
My  Flirtations. 

By  E.   ZOLA. 
The  Downfall.  I  Money.       I     Lourdes. 

The  Dream.  The  Fat  and  the  Thin. 

Dr.  PascaL  |  Rome. 


CHEAP  EDITIONS  OF  POPULAR  NOVELS. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 


By  ARTEMUS  WARD. 

Arteraus  Ward  Complete. 

By  EDMOND   ABOUT. 

The  FeUah. 

By  HAMILTON  AIDE. 

Carr  of  ''.arrlyon.  I  Confidences. 

By  MARY  ALBERT. 

Br'^^ke  Finchley's  Daughter. 

By  Mrs.  ALEXANDER. 

Maid,  Wife  or  Widow?    |  Valerie  s  Fate. 

By  GRANT  ALLEN. 


Phiiistia. 

Strange  Stories. 

Babvjon 

For  Maimie's  Sake. 

In  all  Shades. 

The  Beckoning  Hand. 

The  DevUs  Die. 

The  Tents  of  Shem. 


The  Great  Taboo. 
Dumaresq  8  Daughter. 
Duchess  of  Powysland. 
Blood  Royal. 
Ivan    Greet's    Master- 
piece. 
The  Scallywag. 
This  Mortal  ColL 


By  E.  LESTER  ARNOLD. 

Phra  the  Phcenician. 

By  SHELSLEY  BEAUCHAMP. 

prartley  Orange. 


BY  FRANK  BARRETT. 

i    Fettered  for  Life.  1  A  Prodigal  s  Progress. 

Little  Lady  Linton.  Found  Guiltv. 

Between  Life  <k  Death.      A  Recoiling  Vengeance. 
The  Sin  of  Olga  Zassou-  '  For  Love  andHonour. 

lich.  ;  John   Ford;    and    His 

Folly  Morrison.  1      Helpmate. 

Lieut.  Barnabas.  I  The  Woman  of  the  Iron 

Honest  Davie.  i      Bracelets. 

By  Sir  W.  BESANT  and  J.  RICE. 

Ready- Money  Mortiboy 


Mv  Little  Girl. 
With  Harp  and  Crown. 
This  Son  of  Vulcan. 
The  Golden  Butterfly. 
The  Monks  of  Thelema. 


By  Celia  3  Arbour. 
Chaplain  of  the  Fleet. 
The  Seamy  Side. 
The  Case  of  Mr.  Lucraf  t. 
In  Trafalgar  s  Bay. 
The  Ten  Years'  Tenant. 


By  Sir  WALTER  BESANT. 


All  Sorts  and  Condi- 
tions of  Men. 

The  Captains'  Room. 

All  in  a  Garden  Fair. 

Dorothy  Forster. 

Uncle  Jack. 

The  World  Went  Very 
Well  Then. 

Children  of  Gibeon. 

Herr  Paulus. 


For  Faith  and  Freedom. 
To  Call  Her  Mine. 
The  BeU  of  St.  Paul's. 
The  Holy  Rose. 
Aniiorelof  Lyonesse. 
S.Katherine's  by  Tower. 
Verbena  Camellia  Ste- 

phanotis. 
The  Ivory  Gate. 
The  Rebel  Queen. 


By  AMBROSE   BIERCE. 

ilidst  of  Life. 


3» 


CHATTO  &  WINDUS.  PUBLISHERS,  PICCADILLY. 


Two-Shilling  Hovels— continued. 
By  FREDERICK  BOYLE 

Camp  Notes, 
Savage  Life 


BY  BRET  HARTE, 


Chronicles  of  No-man's 
Land. 


Callfomian  Stories, 

Gabriel  Conroy. 

The   Lnck   of    Roarlnc 

Camp. 
An  Heiress  of  Red  Dog.  I 

By  HAROLD  BRYDOES. 
Uncle  Sam  at  Home. 

By  ROBERT  BUCHANAN 


Flip.  I   Mamja. 

A  FhylUB  of  the  Sierras. 
A  Waif  of  the  Plains. 
A  Ward  of  the  Golden 
Gate. 


The  Martyrdom  of  Ma- 
deline. 
The  New  Abelard. 
Matt. 

The  Heir  of  Llnne. 
Woman  and  the  Man. 


Shadow  of  the  Sword. 
A  Child  of  Nature. 
God  and  the  Man. 
Love  Me  for  Ever. 
Foxglove  Manor. 
The  Master  of  the  Mine 
Annan  Water. 

By  HALL  CAINE. 
The  Shadow  of  a  Crime.  I  The  Deemster. 
ASonofHagar.  I       _...„„^^, 

By  Commander  CAMERON. 
The  Crnlse  of  the  '  Black  Prince.' 

By  Mrs.  LOVETT  CAMERON. 
Deceivers  Ever.  I  Juliet's  Guardian. 

By  HAYDEN  CARRUTH. 
The  Adventures  of  Jones. 

By  AUSTIN  CLARE. 
For  the  Love  of  a  Lass. 

By  Mrs.  ARCHER  CLIVE. 
Paul  FerroU. 
Why  Paul  Ferroll  Killed  his  Wife. 

By  MACLAREN  COBBAN. 
The  Cure  of  Sotils.  |    The  Red  Sultan. 

By  C.  ALLSTON  COLLINS. 
The  Bar  Sinister. 
By  MORT.  &  FRANCES  COLLINS. 
Sweet  Anne  Page.  l  Sweet  and  Twenty. 

Transmigration.  The  Village  Comedy. 

From  Midnight  to  Mid-    You  Play  me  False. 

night.  Blacksmith  and  Scholar 

A  FlKht  with  Fortune.  I  Frances. 

By  WILKIE  COLLINS. 
Armadale.  ]  AfterDark.    My  Miscellanies. 
No  Name.  The  Woman  in  White. 

Antonina.  The  Moonstone. 

Basil.  Man  and  Wife. 

Hide  and  Seek.  Poor  Miss  Finch. 

The  Dead  Secret.  The  Fallen  Leaves. 

Queen  of  Hearts.  Jezebel's  Daughter. 

Miss  or  Mrs.  7  The  Black  Robe. 

The  New  Magdalen.  Heart  and  Science. 

The  Frozen  Deep.  •  I  Say  No  I ' 

The  Law  and  the  Lady    The  Evil  Genius. 
The  Two  Destinies.  Little  Novels. 

The  Haunted  Hotel.  Legacy  of  Cain. 

A  Rogue's  Life.  Blind  Love. 

By  M.  J.  COLQUHOUN. 
Every  Inch  a  Soldier. 

By  BUTTON  COOK, 
reo,  I  Paul  Fosters  Daughter. 

By  C.  EGBERT  CRADDOCK. 
The  Prophet  of  the  Great  Smoky  Mountains. 

By  MATT  CRIM. 
The  Adventures  ot  a  Fair  Rebel. 

By  B.  M.  CROKER. 


Proper  Pride. 
A  Family  Likeness. 
'Village  Tales  and  Jungle 
Tragedies. 


Pretty  Miss  NevlUe 
Diaina  Barrlngton. 
'To  Let. 
A  Bird  of  Passage. 

By  W.  CYPLES. 
Hearts  of  Gold. 

By  ALPHONSE  DAUDET. 
The  Evangelist :  or,  Port  Salvation. 

By  ERASMUS  DAWSON. 
The  Fountain  of  Youth. 

By  JAMES  DE  MILLE. 
A  Cattle  In  Spain, 


By  J.   LEITH  DERWENT. 

Our  Lady  of  Tears.        |  Clree'x  Lovers. 
By  CHARLES  DICKENS. 

Sketches  by  Boz.  I  Nicholas  Nlckleby. 

Oliver  Twist.  | 

By  DICK  DONOVAN. 


the  Grip  of  the  La«. 
om  Information  K»- 


In 
From 

ceived. 
Tracked  V»  Doom. 
Link  by  Link 
Suspicion  Aroused. 
Dark  Deeds. 
Riddles  Read. 


The  Man-Hunter. 
Tracked  and  Taken. 
Caught  at  Last  I 
Wanted  I 
Who    Poisoned     Hetty 

Duncan  7 
Man  from  Manchester. 
A  Detective  8  Triumphs 

By  Mrs.  ANNIE  EDWARDES. 
A  Point  of  Honour.        |  Archie  Lovell. 

By  M.  BETHAM-EDWARDS. 
FeUcla.  I  Kitty. 

By  EDWARD  EQQLESTON. 
Roxv. 

By  a.  MANVILLE  FENN. 
The  New  Mistress.  I  .The  nger  LUy. 

Witness  to  the  Deed.       | 

By  PERCY  FITZGERALD, 


Second  Mrs.  Tlllotaen. 
Seventy  -  five    Brooke 

Street. 
The  Lady  of  Brantom*. 


Bella  Donna 
Never  Forgotten 
Polly. 
Fatal  Zero. 

By  P.  FITZGERALD  and  others. 
Strange  Secrets. 

Bv  ALBANY  DE  FONBLANQUE. 
Filthy  Lucre. 

By  R.  E.  FRANCILLON 


King  or  Knave  7 
Romances  of  the  Law. 
Ropes  of  Sand. 
A  Dog  and  his  Shadow. 


Olympia. 
One  by  One. 
A  Real  Queen. 
Queen  Cophetna. 

By  HAROLD  FREDERIC. 
Seth's  Brother  s  Wife.    |  The  Lawton  Girl. 
Prefaced  by  Sir  BARTLE  FRERB. 
Pandurang  Harl. 

By  HAIN  FRISWELL. 
One  of  Two. 

By  EDWARD  GARRETT. 
The  Capel  Girls. 

By  GILBERT  GAUL. 
A  Strange  Manuscript. 

By  CHARLES  GIBBON. 
Robin  Gray.  i  In  Honour  Bound. 

Fancy  Free.  Flower  of  the  Forest. 

For  Lack  of  Gold.  The  Braes  of  Yarrow. 

What  will  World  Bay  7    The  Golden  Shaft. 
In  Love  and  War.  Of  High  Degree 


By  Mead  and  Stream. 
Loving  a  Dream. 
A  Hard  Knot. 
Heart's  Delight. 
Blood-Money. 


For  the  King. 
In  Pastures  Green. 
Queen  of  the  Meadow, 
A  Heart's  Problem. 
The  Dead  Heart. 

By  WILLIAM  GILBERT. 
Dr.  Austin  s  GuesU.       I  The     Wizard    of 
James  Duke.  |      Mountain. 

By  ERNEST  GLANVILLE. 
The  Lost  Heiress.  I  The  Fosslcker. 

A  Fair  Colonist. 

By  Rev.  S.  BARING  GOULD. 
Red  Spider.  I  Bve. 

By  HENRY  GREVILLE. 
A  Noble  woman.  |  Nlkanor. 

By  CECIL  GRIFFITH. 
Corinthla  Marazion. 

By  SYDNEY  GRUNDY. 
The  Days  of  his  V»nlty. 

By  JOHN  HABBERTON. 
Bruetons  Bayou.  I  Country  Luck. 

By  ANDREW  HALLIDAY. 
Every  day  Papers. 

By  Lady  DUFFUS  HARDY. 
Fanl  Wynters  Sacntice. 
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Two-Shilling  Kovkvs— continued. 

Bv  THOMAS  HARDY. 
Vnd«r  tbe  dreeawood  Tree. 
_   By  J.  BERWICK  HARWOOO. 

By  JULIAN  HAWTHORNE. 

S*ftk.  B«&triz  Kandolpb. 

Einc*  Qnentln.  Love— or  a  Name. 

David  Poindezt«M  Dis- 
appearance. 


Ice  Qnentln. 
rortona  ■  Fool. 
Mla>  Cadogna. 
SebaatUn  Strom*. 
Dut. 


Tbe    Spectre    of    ibe 
Camera. 

By  Sir  ARTHUR  HELPS. 
Ivaa  de  Biroo. 

By  a.  A.  HENTY. 
Bojab  tbe  Juggler. 

ALeadi.?Ld"r^''*^^"^'^^'^- 
By  HEADON  HILL. 

Zambra  tbe  Detective. 

_  By  JOHN   HILL. 

Treaaoa  Felony. 

By  Mrs.  CASHEL  HOEY. 

Tbe  Lover'i  Creed. 

By  Mrs.  OEOROE   HOOPER. 

Tbe  HoBM  of  Eaby. 

By  TIGHE  HOPKINS. 

Twizt  Love  and  Duty. 

By  Mrs.  HUNQERPORD. 


A  Modem  Circe. 
Lady  Vemer  «  Flight. 
Tbe  K«d  House  Myitcry 


A  Maiden  aU  Forlorn, 

In  Durance  Vile. 

Marvel. 

A  Mental  Straggle. 

By  Mrs.  ALFRED  HUNT. 
Ttaornicroft  I  Model.  j  Self-Condemned. 
Tliat  Otber  Person.         |  Tbe  Leaden  Casket. 

By  JEAN  INQELOW. 

Fated  to  be  Free. 

By  WM.  JAMESON. 
My  Dead  Self. 

By  HARRIETT  JAY. 

Tbe  Dark  Colleen.  |  Qneen  of  Connangbt. 

By  MARK  KERSHAW. 
Colonial  Facts  and  Fictions. 

By  R.   ASHE   KINO. 
A  Drawn  Game.  i  Passion  s  SUve. 

'  Tbe  Wearing  of   tbe     Bell  Barry, 
ereen.'  I 

By  JOHN  LEYS. 
Tbe  Lindsavs. 

By  E.  LYNN  LINTON 


Patricia  KembaU 
Tbe  World  Well  Lost 
Under  wbicb  Lord  7 
Fasten  Carew. 
•  My  Love  I ' 


The  Atonement  of  Learn 
,      Dundas. 

With  a  Silken  Thread. 
!  Rebel  of  the  Family. 
;  Sowing  the  Wind. 

The  One  Too  Manv. 

W.   LUCY. 


By  HENRY 

Oideon  Fleyce. 

By  JUSTIN  McCarthy. 


I   Camiola. 

Donna  Quizote. 

Maid  of  Athens. 

The  Comet  of  a  Season 

The  Dictator. 

Red  Diamonds. 
MACCOLL. 


Dear  Lady  Disdain. 
Waterdale  Neighbours 
My  Enemy's  Daughter 
A  Fair  Saxon. 
Linley  Rochford. 
Min  Misanthrope. 

By  HUGH 
Mr.  Stranger's  Sealed  Packet 

By  QEORQE  MACDONALD. 
Heatber  and  Snow. 

By  AGNES  MACDONELL. 
Quaker  Cousins. 

By  KATHARINE  S.  MACQUOID 
Tbe  Evil  Eye.  |  Lost  Rose. 

By  W.  H.  MALLOCK. 
A  Romance  of  tbe  Nine- 1  The  New  KepnbUc 
t««atta  Century.  [ 


9n  I  Sej 


_    FLORENCE  MARRYAT. 

Open  I  Seume  I  i  A  Harvest  of  WUd  Oat*. 

Fighting  tbe  Air.  |  Written  in  Fire. 

„  ,^    ^    By  J.  MASTERMAN. 

Halia-dozen  Daughters. 

.    .  By  BRANDER  MATTHEWS. 

A  Secret  of  the  Sea. 

.  -  ,..      ,^y  L.  T.  MEADE. 

A  Soldier  of  Fortune. 

^By  LEONARD  MERRICK. 

The  Man  who  was  Good. 

By  JEAN  MIDDLEMASS. 

Touch  and  Go.  |  Mr.  DoriUion. 

^    ^     By  Mrs.  MOLESWORTH. 

Hatbercourt  Rectory. 

=.  -.    „By  J-  E.  MUDDOCK. 

stories  Weird  and  Won-  I  From  the  Bosom  of  tb* 

derrul.  Dees 

The  Dead  Mans  Secret.  1  ^' 

By_D!  CHRISTIE   MURRAY. 


A  Life  g  Atonement. 
By  the  Gate  of  the  Sea. 
A  Bit  of  Human  Nature. 
First  Person  Singular. 
Bob  Martin  a  Little  Girl 
Time  8  Revenges. 
A  Wasted  Crime. 
In  Direst  Peril. 


A  Model  Father 

Joseph's  Coat. 

Coals  of  Fire. 

Val  Strange. 

Old  Blazer  s  Haro. 

Hearts. 

The  Way  of  tb*  World 

Cynic  Fortune. 

^      By  MURRAY  and   HERMAN. 

One  TraveUer  Returns.  I  The  Bishops  Bible. 
Paul  Jones  s  Alias.  |  *^ 

?^,  HENRY  MURRAY. 

A  Game  of  BlulT.  |  A  Song  of  Sixpenc*. 

By  HUME  NISBET. 
*^uuj>\'  I  Dr.Bernard St. Vincent 

_  By  ALICE  O'HANLON. 

The  Unforeseen.  |  Chance  ?  or  Fate  T 

_  By  GEORGES  OHNET. 

Dr.  Ramean.  i  a  Weird  Gift. 

A  Last  Love.  | 

By  Mrs.  OLIPHANT. 
Whiteladies.  I  The  Greatest  Helre«s  in 

TLe  Primrose  Path.         |     England. 

By    Mrs.  ROBERT  O'REILLY. 

Phoebe  B  Fortunes. 

By  OUIDA. 

Held  in  Bondage. 
Strathmore. 


Chandos 

Idalia. 

Under  Two  Flags. 

Cecil  Castlemaine'sQage 

Tricotrin. 

Puck. 

Folle  Farine. 

A  Dog  of  Flanders. 

Pascarel. 

Si^a. 

Princess  Napraxine. 

In  a  Winter  City. 

Ariadne. 

Friendship. 


Two  Lit.  Wooden  Sboea. 
I  Moths. 

Bimbi. 

Pipistrello. 
I  A  Village  Common*. 
I  Wanda. 
:  Othmar. 

Frescoes. 

In  Maremma, 

Guilderoy. 

Ruffino. 

SyrUn. 

Santa  Barbara. 

Two  Offenders. 

Onidag   Wisdom, 
and  Pathos. 


Wit, 


By  MARGARET  AGNES  PAUL 

Gentle  and  Simple. 

By  C.  L.  PIRKIS. 
Lady  Lovelace. 

By  EDGAR  A.  POE. 

The  Mystery  of  Marie  Roget. 

By  Mrs.  CAMPBELL   PRAED 
The  Romance  of  a  Station. 
The  Soul  of  Countess  Adrian. 
Out'aw  and  Lawmaker. 
Christina  Chard 

^  ,  By  E.  C.  PRICE. 

ValenUna.  i  Mrs.  Lancaster  §  Elval. 

The  Foreigners.  |  Gerald. 

By  RICHARD  PRYCE. 
Misi  MasweUs  Affections. 
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Two-Shilling  Novei^s— continued. 
By  JAMES  PAYN 


Bentinck's  Tutor. 

Murphy's  Master. 

A  County  Family. 

At  Her  Mercy. 

Cecil's  Tryst. 

The  Clyfiards  of  Clyfle. 

The  Foster  Brothers. 

Found  Dead. 

The  Best  of  Husbands. 

Walter's  Word. 

Halves. 

Fallen  Fortunes. 

Humorous  Stories. 

JE200  Reward. 

A  Marine  Residence. 

Mirk  Abbey. 

By  Proxy. 

Under  One  Roof. 

High  Spirits. 

Carlyon's  Year. 

From  Exile. 

For  Cash  Only. 

Kit. 

The  Canon's  'Ward. 


The  Talk  of  the  Town. 
Holiday  Tasks. 
A  Perfect  Treasure. 
What  He  Cost  Her. 
A  Confidential  Agent. 
Glow-worm  Tales, 
The  Burnt  Million. 
Sunny  Stories. 
Lost  Sir  Massingber*. 
A  Woman's  Vengeance. 
The  Family  Scapegrace. 
Gwendoline's  Harvest. 
Like  Father,  Like  Son. 
Married  Beneath  Him. 
Not  Wooed,  but  Won. 
Less  Black  than  We're 

Painted. 
Some  Private  'Views. 
A  Grape  from  a  Thorn. 
The   Mystery  of   Mir- 

bridge. 
The  Word  and  the  WiU. 
A  Prince  of  the  Blood. 
A  Trying  PaUent. 


By  CHARLES   READE. 

It  is  Never  Too  Late  to  i  A  TerribleTemptetion, 
Vo«^  Foul  Play. 


Mend, 
Christie  Johnstone. 
The  Double  Marriage. 
Put    Yourself   in    His 

Place 
Love  Me   Little,  Love 

Me  Long. 
The  Cloister  and    the 

Hearth. 
The    Course    of    True 

Love. 
The  JUt. 
The  Autobiography  of 

a  Thief. 

By  Mrs.  J.  H.  RIDDELL. 
Weird  Stories.  "^-  "-^-^"^•♦-'^ 

Fairv  Water. 
Her  Mother's  Darling. 
The  Prince  of  Wales  s 

Garden  Party. 

By  AMELIE  RIVES. 
Barbara  Dering. 

By  F.  W.  ROBINSON. 
Women  are  Strange.      |  The  Hands  of  Justice. 

By  JAMES  RUNCIMAN. 
Skippers  and  SheUbacks.  |  Schools  and  Scholars. 
Grace  Balmaign's  Sweetheart. 

By  W.  CLARK  RUSSELL. 
Round  the  Galley  Fire.      The  Romance  of  Jenny 

An  Ocean  Tragedy. 


The  Wandering  Heir. 

Hard  Cash. 

Singleheart  and  Double- 
face. 

Good  Stories  of  Men  and 
other  Animals. 

Peg  Woffington. 

Grif&th  Gaunt. 

A  Perilous  Secret. 

A  Simpleton. 

Readiana. 

A  Woman-Hater. 


The  Uninhabited  House. 
The  Mystery  in  Palace. 

Gardens. 
The  Nun's  Curse. 
Idle  Tales. 


My  Shipmate  Louise. 
Alone  on  a  Wide  Wide 
Sea. 


On  the  Fo  k  sle  Head. 

In  the  Middle  Watch. 

A  Voyage  to  the  Cape. 

A  Book   for  the  Ham- 
mock. .    ^^ 

The    Mystery    of    the 
•  Ocean  Star.' 
By  GEORGE  AUGUSTUS  SALA. 

Gaslight  and  Daylight. 

By  JOHN  SAUNDERS.    ^  _ 

Guy  Waterman.  I  The  Lion  in  the  Path. 

The  Two  Dreamers.         1 

By  KATHARINE  SAUNDERS. 

Joan  Merryweather.       1  Sebastian. 

The  High  Mills.  Margaret     and    Ellz 

Heart  Salvage.  I      oeth. 

By  GEORGE   R.  SIMS. 

Rogues  and  Vasatoonds.     Tinkletop  s  Crime, 

The  Ring  o'  Bells. 

Marv  Janes  Memoirs. 

Mary  Jane  Married. 

Tales  ot  To-day. 

Dramas  of  Life. 

By  ARTHUR  SKETCHLEY 
Match  in  the  Dark. 


Zeph. 

My  Two  Wives. 
Memoirs  of  a  Landlady. 
Scenes  from  the  Show. 
The  10  CommandmenU. 


Back  to  Life. 

The  LoudwaterTragedy. 

Burgos  Romance. 

Quittance  in  Full. 

A  Husband  from  the  Se» 


By  HAWLEY  SMART 

WlthoQt  Love  or  Licence. 

By  T.  W.  SPEIGHT. 

The  Mysteries  of  H«ron   "  ^  "    '" 

Dyke. 
The  Golden  Hoop. 
Hoodwinked. 
By  Devious  Ways. 

By  ALAN  ST.  AUBYN. 
A  Fellow  of  Trinity.       I  To  His  Own  Master. 
The  Junior  Dean.  Orchard  Damerel. 

Master  of  St.Benedlct'a  | 

By  R.  A.  STERNDALE. 
The  Afghan  Knife. 

By  R.  LOUIS  STEVENSON. 
New  Arabian  Nights.     |  Prince  Otto. 

By  BERTHA  THOMAS. 
Cressida.  I  The  Violin-Player. 

Proud  Maisle.  I 

By  WALTER  THORNBURY. 
Tales  for  the  Marines.    I  Old  Stories  Retold. 

By  T.  ADOLPHUS  TROLLOPE. 
Diamond  Cut  Diamond. 

By  F.  ELEANOR  TROLLOPE 
Like    Ships    upon   the  I  Anne  Fomess. 
gea.  I  Mabel's  Progress. 

By  ANTHONY  TROLLOPE 
Frau  Frohmann.  im..T      jt        .. 

Marion  Fay. 
Kept  in  the  Dark. 
John  Caldigate. 
The  Way  We  Live  Now 

By  J.  T.  TROWBRIDGE. 
Famell's  Folly. 

By  IVAN  TURGENIEFF,  &c 
Stories  from  Foreign  Novelists. 

By  MARK  TWAIN 


The  Land-Leaguers. 
The  American  Senator. 
Mr.     Scarborough's 

Family. 
QoldenLlon  of  Oranper* 


Life  on  the  MissUslppi. 
The    Prince    and    the 

Pauper. 
A  Yankee  at  the  Court 

of  King  Arthur. 
The    £1,000,000    Bank- 

Note. 


A  Pleasure  Trip  on  the 

Continent. 
The  Gilded  Age. 
Huckleberry  Finn. 
MarkTwains  Sketchei. 
Tom  Sawyer. 
A  Tramp  Abroad. 
Stolen  White  Elephant. 

By  C.  C.  FRASER-TYTLER. 
Mistress  Judith. 

By  SARAH  TYTLER. 
The  Bride's  Pass.  The  Huguenot  Family. 

Buried  Diamonds.  The  Blackball  Ghosts. 

St.  Mungo's  City.  What  SheCameThrough 

Lady  Bell.  Beauty  and  the  B«»»t. 

Noblesse  Oblige.  Citoyenne  Jaqueiuw. 

Disappeared. 

By  ALLEN  UPWARD. 

The  Queen  against  Owen.  a. 

By  AARON  WATSON  and  LILLIAS 

WASSERMANN. 
The  Marquis  of  Caracas. 

By  WILLIAM  WESTALU 
Trust- Money. 

By  Mrs.  F.  H.  WILLIAMSON. 
A  Child  Widow. 


By  J.  S.  WINTER. 

Cavalry  Life.  I  Regimental  Legend*. 

By  H.  F.  WOOD. 
The  Passenger  from  Scotland  Yard. 
The  Englishman  of  the  Rue  Cain. 

By  Lady  WOOD. 

^  bTcELIA  PARKER  WOOLLEY. 

Rachel  Armstrong  ;  or.  Love  and  Theology. 

By  EDMUND  YATES. 
The  Forlorn  Hope.  I  Castaway. 

Land  at  Last.  I 


OGDEN,  SMALE  AND 


CO.  LIMXTEDi  PRINTERS,  GREAT  SAFFRON  HILL,  K.O* 


